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To my husband, Rick, 
who is my partner, my soul mate, my love, 
my inspiration, without whose encouragement 
and support of my zest to taste the banquet of 
life there would be no story, no book. 
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CHAPTER 1 


tional Airport the wing dipped slightly revealing a most 

majestic sight through the small window next to me. I 
pressed my face close to the glass. Before me the fabled city lay 
nestled among the rugged snow-capped mountains. So beautiful, 
so wondrous, | thought. I was excited beyond my expectations. 
Some thin, wispy clouds made it look like the whole scene was 
floating. Like a dream. 

It was to be a dream — my dream — come true. 

I squirmed in my seat and looked eagerly at Rick, my hus- 
band. He reached for my hand and threaded his fingers into 
mine. His gentle smile said he knew exactly what I was thinking. 
Our journey to Zurich this October 1982 was more than a jour- 
ney to be measured in miles from our home in Southern Califor- 
nia, it was a journey also to be reckoned in years and in tears. 
But now, all that was in the past and what mattered was, we 
where here — Zurich — wow! 

From the moment Rick and I received our invitation to par- 
ticipate in the Zurich Eccentric Fashion Show we had looked 
forward to and worked and planned for this presentation of me, 
Mistress Antoinette, to the international elite of the B&D 
world. This biennial gathering is by invitation only. To be in- 
vited signifies a recognition by the cognoscente of the B&D 
culture of one’s status and reputation as a stylish and accom- 
plished practitioner of the lifestyle. 

No one, absolutely no one, could have told me in 1965 when 


A s the plane settled into its approach to Zurich Interna- 


Rick and I were married that someday I would be stepping off a 
plane in Switzerland on my way to becoming the world’s premier 
B&D mistress. But this was not a fantasy, this was real. I was so 
nervous I had been chain-smoking for the last 30 minutes. As 
the door swung open and I stepped off the plane I took a deep 
breath, straightened my purple Ilama-leather traveling suit, 
snugged-up my purple and black knee boots, took a long drag 
from my 7" ebony and pearl cigarette holder, and silently said, 
with no small amount of false bravado, “Let the show begin, 
Zurich, here I am.” 

Dear John Sutcliffe, the sweet man, met me at the terminal, 
as he said he would. Sweet John, who reminded me so of a latter- 
day Rumpelstiltskin, small, greying, impish, with a twinkle in his 
eyes and a mischievous smile. A B&D fashion genius and the 
very soul of British gentility, charming and loved by all who 
knew him, John Sutcliffe was the Grand Old Man of the world 
of B&D. That world literally revolved around him. He was its 
center, its king — and he delighted in treating me like a queen. 

Rick rounded-up my five trunks of costumes and my personal 
luggage and his suitcase and installed John and me in a cab with 
our personal baggage. He and the trunks took another cab. Off 
we sped to the hotel in Geroldswil, a small community on the 
outskirts of Zurich, where the events of the next three days were 
to be held. 

The anxiety I had felt for weeks leading up to this was eased 
as we passed through the narrow streets. Just being with John 
and being so showered with his kindness and gentleness soothed 
my concerns about being accepted into this pinnacle of B&D 
society. My doubts and insecurities began fading. A calmness 
came over me. Being ushered into this august group by John, 
himself, validated me in the person I hoped and so deeply wished 
to be — Mistress Antoinette. This alter-personality, this other 
identity of mine, whose creation had been so difficult, was being 
validated at the highest level. 

Like in a fairy tale, | was at this time and place not Jeanette 


Luther, the civic-minded housewife with a husband who has a 
busy and successful profession, the mother of three children, and 
the success-oriented business executive. No, into this private 
fantasy world I was stepping as the consummate B&D mistress. 
Here I was free to be my most grandiose self, free to live my most 
exotic fantasies. It was an intoxicating, exhilarating feeling — 
and I couldn’t wait to get there and meet all the others. 

Any remaining doubts I might have had about my status at 
this level melted as soon as we arrived at the hotel. As our taxi 
pulled to a stop my attention was attracted by the touching sight 
of a distinguished English gentleman hobbling on a cane 
through the bitterly cold wind, dressed for all the world just like 
Robin Hood. He was coming out from the hotel to greet me as 
one would an arriving monarch. 

That darling man who showered me with such an effusive 
welcome was John Mathers, author of Mistresses and Masters 
Handbook, the authoritative work on the subject of B&D, the so- 
called bible of B&D, and the author also of many other classic 
books in the genre. Sadly and ironically, one of those latter 
books, Story of Gerda, was in later years to play a tragic role in 
the life of my taxi companion of that day — but that’s another 
story. 

Rushing toward the hotel entrance, escorted by my distin- 
guished entourage I could hear Rick in the background shouting 
out orders against the howling, frigid wind as he sought to hustle 
our mass of trunks and hand luggage out of the cold and into the 
hotel and through the maze of narrow corridors to our waiting 
suite. : 
The next three days were like living “The Fairy Tale of All 
Fairy Tales.” Nearly five hundred people from throughout Eu- 
rope and the Americas, all the créme de la créme of the world of 
B&D, were gathered together to express their fondest fantasies 
and indulge their rich imaginations. 

For me it was to be a whirlwind of Mary Poppins, Alice in 
Wonderland, Prince Charming, Peter Pan, Humpty Dumpty, 


Hansel and Gretel, and all the tales of knights and serfs and 
empresses, witches, dungeon masters, lords and ladies, serving 
wenches, slaves, and all manner of royalty and nobility come to 
life. And threaded through the tapestry of it all like a golden 
cord were the constant visions of dominance and submission. 

Rick and I were exhilarated from the excitement of our arti- 
val but were exhausted from our 24-hour journey. A rest and 
refreshment period in our room gave me a chance to renew my 
energy for the evening to follow and to change my costume. I 
had not brought all of those devastatingly sensuous creations 
with me just to leave them in the trunks. 

At tea time Rick, now Master Zorro, accompanied me to the 
hotel bar to meet the people who had come from far and wide to 
this bizarre extravaganza. Dressed from neck to boots in some of 
our finest latex costumes we entered the room to find it filled 
with a collection of people in the most gorgeous latex and 
leather costumes we had ever seen in one place in our lives. The 
first sight literally took one’s breath away. Everywhere I looked I 
saw something that riveted my attention. The array of colors of 
the latex garments in the dark paneled room gave the impression 
that it was filled with large bouquets of brightly hued flowers. 

If it is true, and I certainly believe it is, that B&D is a feast to 
the senses, this was surely a repast of a lifetime at least to me. 
Mixed with the kaleidoscope of wondrously adorned people were 
the exotic sounds of an array of foreign languages, none of which 
I understood. No matter that many of us could not understand 
the words of others, we all communicated beautifully through 
the smell and feel of latex and leather costumes and through our 
eyes. Whole stories were told by one’s garments and accessories, 
by gestures and by one’s manner. In a very basic way, we all 
spoke the same language — the magical language of latex, 
leather and B&D. 

Through the din of excited talk it was intriguing to hear the 
blend of languages: here French, over there Italian, on my left 
German and Swedish, to my right Spanish and something I 


couldn’t make out, and others hereand there with still different 
accents and languages. Beautiful women, handsome men, some 
impressively dominant, some intriguingly submissive. I was 
warmly greeted and roundly introduced. I was amazed at how 
many of my new acquaintances had heard of me. To have such 
recognition in this elite group in this far off land made me feel 
greatly honored. 

Heinz Gerbig and his wife, Annemarie, the originators and 
masterminds of the Eccentric Fashion Show, warmly greeted 
Rick and me and quickly made us feel like specially honored 
guests. Heinz was the perfect Hanzel and his Annemarie the 
quintessential Gretel in their Alpine-style latex fashions — de- 
lightful, lovely, gentle people. 

That evening we were treated to the famous Dinner and 
Fashion Show, a two-hour extravaganza held in the Grand Ball- 
room. The professional dancers and other performers were su- 
perb, and the gorgeous latex costumes they presented topped 
even those in the bar earlier in the day. 

After the show the rest of the evening was filled with great 
frivolity at the many private parties throughout the hotel. Eager 
slaves of both sexes offered themselves to my imperial dominion 
or were offered by their masters and mistresses. I carefully chose 
to give my attention to only those who particularly intrigued me 
by both their manner and appearance. I had never had so many 
candidates of such high quality from which to choose. 

The next day brought with it an interesting phenomenon. 
Somehow the word had gotten out to the teen crowd in 
Geroldswil and greater Zurich that the guests at our hotel were 
all sensuously dressed in leather and latex. As a result, the lobby 
and restaurant was crowded all day with teenagers eager to ogle 
these audacious strangers. The youngsters were astounded and 
mesmerized by the constant parade of the hundreds of beautiful 
and bizarre costumes that passed before their eyes. I secretly 
envied them the opportunity to see for themselves so early in 
their lives how exciting and attractive well-crafted leather and 


latex clothing can be. I wondered how much of my own life 
would have been different if I had seen for myself when I was 
younger how beautiful and creative such fashions are. 

As a group of us “dressed for pleasure” people in some of our 
finest street fashions toured the nearby sights, I noticed that the 
level of acceptance of such dress by the residents of Zurich was 
much higher than I had encountered in the United States. And 
the looks of admiration were much more common. 

The second evening featured the Grand Costume Ball. The 
highlight of it was to be a costume judging event. I pondered and 
pondered all day about what costume to wear. Late in the day I 
finally decided. I had selected as my slave for the evening the 
one who had impressed me the most of the many who had 
implored me for the honor the previous evening. He was a 
Frenchman whose face remained unseen by me. It had been 
completely encased in black latex, as was the rest of his body. He 
had an eyecatching physique, with firm but supple musculature 
which stimulated my natural instinct to control him. But I still 
wasn’t sure my costume decision was the right one. 

Suddenly Rick suggested I wear a different costume. For some 
strange reason he had a feeling that it would be more impressive 
than the one on which I had settled. When he described the 
combination I knew he was right. It was to be my finest hour. 

As I showered and powdered my body, Rick laid out my 
garments for this important evening of evenings. I would be a 
vision of power and majesty in red and black. Standing nude 
before a full-length mirror I idly contemplated my unadorned 
appearance. I felt very fortunate to have such a slim but cur- 
vacious body at age 44. “How lucky I am to have been born with 
such long shapely legs,” I thought. I tingled to think of how 
many men and women had yearned to be allowed to simply 
touch them. Every time I looked at my flat stomach I remem- 
bered the desserts and second helpings of my favorite foods I had 
foregone so often to keep it that way. With a small fortune in 
skin-tight clothes, which can tolerate only a couple of pounds of 


weight change up or down, I had no small incentive to keep it 
as-is year in and year out. 

I turned slightly to check one last time on my side profile 
before preparing to present myself to the discerning crowd be- 
low. That perky little rump was familiar. I smiled to think how 
many people would just love to paddle those two lovely mounds 
of pink flesh. “Ha”, I thought, “little chance — maybe kiss 
them.” I sucked in my breath to jut out my breasts a little farther. 
Their fullness and firmness gave them a natural pear shape that 
make both men and women stare at them in awe. I took a special 
satisfaction in displaying such a glorious treasure in the most 
provocative of ways. It never ceased to amaze and amuse me 
what power my ample breasts possessed, especially when the 
impression sought was enhanced by a carefully chosen wardrobe. 
And my face, its smoothness and youthfulness belying its years, 
brought a smile to my lips. 

Satisfied at what the mirror revealed I moved to prepare my 
makeup for the evening. The shades chosen for my eyelids and 
cheeks were complements to the reds in the garments I would 
wear. My lips and exotically long fingernails would exactly 
match the red of the latex cape that would cover my body. 

Eyebrows, ah, they must be just so. I had long ago found the 
perfect shape of eyebrows for my face, and I always maintained 
that shape. Those dramatic flaring brows often dominated some 
of my slaves as much as did any part of me. But tonight I would 
be different. I would add an aura of mystery. My costume called 
for the use of one of my most beautiful masks. Made of black 
feathers that frame my forehead and eyes, it covered from the 
ridge of my nose to my hair line. The eye holes, trimmed in 
thinestones, where large enough to allow room for my majesti- 
cally long eyelashes to work their magic. 

My flaming red hair was pulled tightly back from my face and 
then thrust up to the top of my head and through a wide Grecian 
brass ring from which it erupted like an inferno and cascaded 
over my shoulders in large curls. My hair, done that way, has 


become one of my trademarks. It accentuates my flawless com- 
plexion and facial bones and allows my eyes and lips to conquer 
the attention I demand. It also adds impressive inches to my 
height, bringing me to over six feet when I’m in 5" heels. 

Makeup completed, | slipped into a pair of black fishnet 
panty hose that was all hose except for a tiny bikini panel. Next, 
Rick helped me step into a black latex leotard. He slid it up on 
my torso and laced my arms into its long sleeves. A slight 
tremble ran through me as I felt the suppleness of the latex 
gliding across my skin. The leotard had been designed and con- 
structed exclusively for my body. For it to fit perfectly, I had to 
weigh between 100 and 108 pounds. Rick eased the zipper closed 
and stood back with a satisfied grin to look at me. It fit me like a 
second skin — absolutely tight everywhere — perfectly. Its high 
cut at the hips, with the black stockings disappearing up and 
under the edge of the latex, made my legs look even longer than 
they are. The sleeves reached to my lower wrist, and the high 
neck fit snugly at the top of my throat. It was trimmed around 
the neck, wrists and thigh openings in red to match the rest of 
my costume. 

Next, Rick buckled a wide black leather belt around my 
waist. It was impressively studded. Across my abdomen the belt 
widened further to become, in effect, like a corset. Rising up 
under my bosom, the result was to substantially narrow my waist 
and thrust my latex-clad breasts out and up to create an even 
more appealing cleavage. 

Rick then set about the significant task of securing me in my 
boots. Crafted of red patent leather with black toes and black 5" 
heels, the boots were closed with red laces from the instep all the 
way to the top, at mid-thigh. A slim black tie around the boot- 
top fastened in a bow. 

I loved the tightness of the boots as they clung to my legs and 
feet, giving me a sense of their being an integral part of my body. 
I walked slowly across the room and back. I felt powerful. Rick 
just beamed. 


I slipped a red and black garter onto my right leg and placed it 
in the small area of stockinged thigh which showed between the 
boot top and the leotard. 

Next came my mask. I liked the very dramatic effect it cre- 
ated as the black feathers swept outward from each side. Finally, 
came the floor-length cape. What a magnificent garment it was, 
made of the finest latex, all in red and trimmed in black. Rick 
lovingly placed it about my shoulders and secured it to the 
special fasteners on the shoulders of my leotard. His eyes 
sparkled in satisfaction as he gently raised the hood over my 
head. The plume of hair thrusting up from my head held the 
hood seemingly in midair. The effect was like an aura of fire 
surrounding my whole body. With the arm openings located 
near the front on each side of the cape I could control the sweep 
and flow of the supple latex. 

Rick had seen me in this costume several times, but he stood 
back and looked at me with total admiration. I was ready to meet 
with my slave and make a grand entrance into the Grand Ball- 
room. 

My newly acquired French slave dutifully followed me about 
throughout the evening. His wrists were handcuffed in three 
different places to the sides of the skin-tight black latex bodysuit 
which completely covered his torso. His total head mask of black 
latex allowed only sight and breathing. The red trim around the 
eyeholes made a perfect match for my costume. Fastened to a 
studded leather posture collar around his neck was a chrome- 
plated chain that I used as a leash with which to control him. 
Throughout the entire evening my slave remained either bowed 
at the waist or kneeling. 

As I entered the Grand Ballroom that evening I never felt 
more radiant with power and beauty in my life. I felt truly 
majestic. 

The room rapidly filled with hundreds of the most magnifi- 
cently attired masters and mistresses and slaves of both sexes 
that I had ever seen. It was an awe inspiring scene. Some of the 


slaves’ costumes revealed bare breasts, and some had their asses 
bare. 

The evening began with a line of trumpeters sounding a 
medieval “Call to Commence” with their long Swiss horns. As 
the preliminary activities of the event were unfolding I could 
hardly contain my exuberance. I was so keyed up by the fantastic 
spectacle that was all around me and of which I was about to be 
a part. Everywhere I looked I was dazzled. There must have been 
millions of dollars of the finest-crafted B&D costumes in that 
room as the time for the Grand March and costume judging 
drew near. What wonderful excitement I felt as | paraded regally 
through the Grand March and put my slave through his submis- 
sive paces for the edification of the judges. 

You could almost tell where some of the contestants were 
from by the distinctive differences in the design and type of 
costumes they wore. Participants from The Netherlands were 
often distinguished by costumes featuring bondage gear, cherry 
red leather with excellent etching work, and superb overall 
craftsmanship. 

Swiss contestants preferred a costume made of a special type 
of rubber which is like that used in making dental dams. It is 
extremely supple and is almost transparent. They also usually 
included wrist cuffs, collars, waist cinchers, head masks, and 
slaves’ feet tied together with rubber devices. The artistic quality 
of their ensembles was first rate. There were many submissive 
males among the Swiss. 

German costumes were significant for their forceful look. 
There was a sternness and precision to them. The designs were 
so intricate and had so many pieces that in order to get into the 
costume you had to really know what you were doing. 

Swedish costumes were notable for their prettiness and deli- 
cacy. One Swedish couple brought a portable steamer with them 
so they could steam-press their costumes in their hotel room. 
During the evening they made about 20 costume changes and 
each time emerged in his and her matching costumes. 


10 


English costumes were mostly latex presented in a more tradi- 
tional fashion. However, one pair of English contestants broke 
the mold of tradition in a grand way and caused a sensation. The 
pair was a mother and daughter who together wore a unique 
single rubber costume which encased the right leg of one of the 
women with the left leg of the other woman. It produced the 
vision of two beautiful women clad in rubber, bound together 
and merged into each other, with three legs for the two of them. 

Costumes from France were notable for their sheer flamboy- 
ance and their handsome use of leather. Their brevity and daring 
usually made them the sexiest in my eyes. 

Finally, the decision was announced. “The Grand Prize win- 
ner, Mistress Antoinette, of the United States of America.” | 
was ecstatic as I accepted the beautiful trophy which symbolizes 
the pinnacle of costuming in the B&D world. I had come to 
Zurich with such trepidation and desire to be accepted in this 
august circle of B&D devotees, and here I was — suddenly their 
reigning Queen. 

The rest of the evening was a blur of emotions for me. Flash 
bulbs crackled around me wherever I stood or sat as people 
snapped my image with their personal cameras and the official 
photographers recorded the scene for posterity. Rick was busy 
with his cameras taking pictures of me and the whole scene for 
ourselves and for an upcoming issue of John Sutcliffe’s Atomage 
magazine. Congratulations rained upon me from everyone. Rick 
was about to pop a zipper on his black latex master’s suit he was 
so proud. It was one of the rare moments in one’s life that you 
never forget. : 

After a late night of celebrating and general revelry, no one 
stirred very early the next morning. But eventually some of us 
pulled ourselves together for the traditional Sunday morning 
brunch that was scheduled. In a caravan of rental cars a large 
group of us motored into downtown Zurich to brunch at a lovely 
restaurant. 

We arrived en masse, dressed in our finest bizarre day-clothes 
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and prepared to astound the parishioners who were just exiting 
the grand cathedral next door to the restaurant. The restaurant 
sat at the top of a long flight of broad stone steps which ascended 
from a wide sidewalk. What a spectacular procession we made as 
scores of us “dress for pleasure” people made the slow climb up 
those steps. The departing churchgoers looked on in wonder. 
But I must say, we were always very well received everywhere we 
went in Zurich. Our distinctive preference in clothing styles was 
universally seen there as being perfectly acceptable, even though 
to some people our tastes were certainly novel and perhaps even 
entertaining. Ah, Zurich. We were all sad our stay was so short. 

Rick and I decided to change our plans for returning directly 
to the United States after we received an invitation from a 
delightful couple we met at the gathering, whom I'll call Mistress 
Sabine and John, to visit them in Den Hague. In that charming 
capitol of The Netherlands they owned a B&D club reputed to 
be one of the finest in Europe, the Club Doma. 

John Sutcliffe helped Rick and I arrange to rent a car and to 
plan a wonderful itinerary to Den Hague through Basil, Baden- 
Baden and Koln. We were directed by our new friends in Den 
Hague to a quaint bed and breakfast pension, the Hotel Eripe, 
operated by a pair of adorable gay men who treated me like 
visiting royalty throughout my stay. Never mind that my two 
hours each morning to don my makeup and costume always took 
me well past the scheduled breakfast time, the kitchen was held 
ready each day to prepare my breakfast desire when I wished to 
have it. They were gracious beyond a fault for their visiting 
celebrity. 

I'll never forget the sight of the two of them and Rick strug- 
gling to heft those monstrous trunks of mine up the narrow stairs 
to our rooms. The grunts and groans and excited shouting to 
each other to do this and that had me laughing at the hilarious 
sight — not unlike a Laurel and Hardy movie. My goodness, it is 
difficult to be a Supreme Mistress. 

Mistress Sabine and John showed Rick and me the sights of 
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their delightful city and drove us for a day to Amsterdam to 
introduce us around and so I could do some shopping and take 
care of some business. The next evening they had planned the 
big party for me at Club Doma for which Rick and I had been 
invited. 

Club Doma was housed in a large stone building with a cor- 
ner entrance which had previously contained a typical neighbor- 
hood bistro, or bar, that one sees throughout much of Europe. 
Apartments lined the street in each direction, and there was a 
school across the street. The club was located in the first floor 
and basement of the building. Most of the activity of the party 
took place in the large basement showroom. 

This was the meeting place for the B&D in-crowd in Den 
Hague and surroundings. At Club Doma you could get just about 
whatever you wanted in B&D action. They had rooms and 
equipment for practically every taste — including in-house 
dominant and submissive women. If sex was what you wanted, 
sex was what you got — and you got it your way. Here in this 
enlightened city it was legal. 

Mistress Sabine and John were the most gracious of hosts. 
The party was jammed with fascinating local B&D buffs and 
guests from nearby countries wanting to see me. A chef had been 
brought in from Belgium to prepare the abundant and delicious 
food which was available throughout the evening. During the 
festivities, John presented the women guests with flowers and 
honored me with a gift of a special medallion that features 
clasped hands and states: “Mistress Antoinette, our friend.” 

With the tables of food, the revelry by the large crowd: in 
their grandiose and provocative costumes, the music and sexy 
dancing girls, it reminded me of the mythical orgies of storybook 
European antiquity. But this was indeed 1982, and here I reigned 
as imperially as did any monarch of old. Submissive “noblemen” 
and servile blue-blooded “ladies,” along with peasant serfs and 
serving wenches, were at my command, ready to throw them- 
selves at my feet and cringe at my slightest displeasure. 
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For me, one of the highlights of my visit to Den Hague and 
the great party at Club Doma was the chance to meet Countess 
Monique von Cleef, a legendary dominatrix known throughout 
the B&D world. Originally from Den Hague, Countess von 
Cleef had previously moved to New York where she worked as a 
very successful and innovative dominatrix until she was arrested 
and deported to The Netherlands. She was currently established 
in business near Club Doma. | gladly accepted her invitation to 
visit her the following day at her nearby home. 

It was such a pleasure to meet this lady, so accomplished in 
her B&D artistry and lifestyle, so at peace in her mind and 
knowledgeable of the fine intricacies of human nature. We 
talked at length about the nuances of the need to transfer power, 
of how that need should be channeled to a satisfying and con- 
structive end. We talked a little about her life and about the 
enjoyment she gets from taking the feelings of desperation and 
emptiness of others and converting them into feelings of con- 
tentment and satisfaction. We agreed that it is too simple to 
speak of someone’s “need” for B&D —it is often more than a 
need. It can be a necessity. As I sat and looked at her I too felt a 
contentment with who I was, and an enormous pride. 

England beckoned next. My darling John Sutcliffe was throw- 
ing a lavish birthday party for me, so off we flew. 

The party was held in Kent at the princely home of a newly- 
wed couple, Geoffrey and Angela | will call them, who were 
good friends of John. John had arranged for editors or publishers, 
or both, of every European magazine in the field of B&D and 
associated costuming and lifestyles to be there, many of them 
flying in just for the occasion. 

It was great to be back in England. I had been there just once 
before for a brief visit with John. To me, England has a special 
place in the B&D culture. The affinity for macintosh-clad ladies 
and the lust for a good caning across the buttocks by a stern 
schoolmistress or schoolmaster seem somehow appropriately 
linked to thoughts of England. And, of course, the exquisite 
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leather and latex craftsmanship of John himself will forever be a 
symbol of Britannia to the B&D world. 

I found that his tradition of excellence in concept and crafts- 
manship has been passed on to the younger crowd, symbolized by 
those I met the next night at a party at Skin Two. Skin Two is a 
London B&D organization that at that time partied in a gay 
cellar-bistro that turned the place over to Skin Two on Thurs- 
day nights. 

Their parties were elegant affairs. The interest of the Skin 
Two crowd was rubber/latex garments — one of my fancies. 
Many of the partyers made their own costumes, and they were 
exquisitely designed and crafted. John Sutcliffe’s influence on 
excellence was everywhere. He could be very proud of his legacy. 
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CHAPTER 2 


created my usual stir. For my traveling outfit I had 

chosen a leopard-skin catsuit and knee-length brown 
leather 5-inch-heeled boots. A waist-length lycra cape in 
glistening tan flowed behind me from a gold chain attached to 
the catsuit shoulders. A wide patent leather belt nipped in my 
waist as snugly as any of my corsets. My hair, in a modified 
ponytail, still swirled about my shoulders in great clouds of curls. 

With my usual make-up and my exotic nails and ever-present 
cigarette holder held just so, I had bellmen falling over their own 
feet to get a chance to help with my luggage. Pedestrian traffic in 
the terminal stopped as I passed by. I could not miss the excited 
buzz of comments and sounds of heavily exhaled breaths. Ticket 
counter clerks stopped their work and stared in wonder. People 
wondered aloud who I was. But, of course, no one knew. 

As I proceeded down the jet ramp toward the plane waiting 
to take me home | felt for all the world like a departing queen. 
Not just the queen of the Swiss Eccentric Fashion Show, as 
lovely an honor as that is, but in a way a more universal queen. 
These people with their fawning attention and awed admiration 
were, after all, not a special group of fetish clothing lovers, they 
were the general public. These were regular people who were 
responding to me in this most flattering way. 

I felt as though I had come to Europe and conquered it. And 
now, like a victorious empress, I could return to my homeland 
and rule with renewed vigor and increased authority. 

Rick, dear man, was fast asleep soon after we took off. He had 
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been so busy these last two weeks. Not only that, he had worked 
like a Trojan for weeks before we left on this trip so that his 
medical practice would be in shape for him to take this time 
away from it. 

I sipped a Perrier and relaxed, to let my mind wander over the 
recent exciting events. 

As my thoughts drifted they turned to memories of another 
time and of a little girl. My, my — I hadn’t thought of her in 
such a long time. 

The picture that came to my mind was that little girl alone in 
an apartment, sitting cross-legged on the floor playing with pa- 
per dolls. The little girl was me — little Jeanette. 

My mother and step-father, Neil, I’ll call him, worked all day 
and I was left in the apartment to keep myself busy as best I 
could. It was explained to me that there were not supposed to be 
any children living in that apartment complex, so I had to sort of 
hideout in there during the day so no one would see me. 

It was a nice place; much better than where we lived before. 
It was in a pleasant and clean complex of two-story apartment 
buildings in Southgate, California — one of the dozens of cities 
making up metropolitan Los Angeles. 

I liked our apartment. It had a living room and kitchen down- 
stairs and bedroom upstairs. But it hurt me to have to stay 
indoors and hide from the world — all by myself so much of the 
time. It was hard for me to feel good about being so unwanted 
that I couldn’t be seen. “Why is Jeanette such a bad person that 
people don’t want her around?”, I would wonder. 

In my confusion and loneliness I resorted to the solace that 
many unhappy people find — the refrigerator. As I nibbled my 
way through the long days of isolation I got chubbier and 
chubbier. 

Even more enjoyable than downing all those calories were my 
dolls — my namesake dolls — my Jeanette McDonald dolls. My 
mother told me she had named me after Jeanette McDonald, the 
world-famous singer and movie actress. I was really impressed 
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that my mother thought enough of me to name me after such a 
beautiful and glamorous star. In my little-girl’s mind, having 
been given that name meant that I was special. And I would 
imagine at times that maybe that “specialness” meant that some- 
day when I got grown I would be beautiful and glamorous like 
Jeanette McDonald. 

I had a small collection of cut-out Jeanette McDonald dolls. 
And I spent uncounted hours during that time making all kinds 
of beautiful clothes and costumes for those dolls. I used scraps of 
cloth of different kinds that I would find and material that my 
mother would give me or that I would buy with my allowance. 
For my beloved dolls I made sport clothes, dresses, formal gowns, 
shorts, jewelry, shoes, handbags, hats and fantasy costumes. 

I talked to my beautiful dolls, and I would answer me for them 
in a small high-pitched voice that sounded amazingly similar to 
mine. I felt that my beautifully dressed dolls were my very best 
friends, and I treated them with love and kindness. They were 
real people to me — very special people. Oh, what wonderful 
times I had with them. 

These were the dolls and that was the time my memories 
carried me back to that morning on the flight back from Europe. 
Little Jeanette sitting alone, dreaming her dreams of beautiful 
clothes on a beautiful woman — of a fantasy life of glamour and 
fame — of being loved and admired by adoring throngs. 

That suddenly seemed so long ago. So long that until that 
moment I hadn’t remembered it for a long time. So much had 
happened in the meantime. But now, like magic, all that I had 
fantasized was suddenly really real. 1 was here. I was real. This 
was all happening. I was this beautiful woman with these fantas- 
tically beautiful clothes. The love, the admiration, the glamour, 
and now, increasingly, the fame. It was all coming true, like a 
fairy tale. The genie had appeared from the magic vase and 
brought the dream to life. Genie? 

I glanced to the seat next to me. Rick was stretched out 
snoozing. As I looked I pictured him in a flowing caftan of bright 
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colors, gold shoes with pointed toes that curl up, a sparkling gold 
turban on his head, and with him rising out of a jewel-encrusted 
golden incense vase. Rick, my genie? The thought made me 
giggle out loud. Then a still, small voice in the back of my mind 
said: “That’s not so far from the truth.” At that moment a great 
feeling of love for him came over me. He, indeed, was the person 
most responsible for making those long ago dreams come true. 

Then my thoughts trailed once again back to my mother. I 
thought as a child that she was a beautiful woman too. She had 
had a difficult life, with my father gone. She had a lot of prob- 
lems, but she did her best to let me know she loved me. 

My mother was delighted that I had found in my dolls some- 
thing to occupy me as I wiled away the tedious hours. She was 
working very hard at her job as a bookkeeper and showed me as 
much love as she had energy left to give. But, oh, how I dreaded 
her temper. She had inside of her an anger that was horrendous. 
She also had a drive, a very strong desire to get ahead and 
succeed in life. Unfortunately, my step-father had been a big 
disappointment to her. She thought when she married him her 
life was going to turn around, but most of the little success in life 
she was having was due to her own work and planning. 

And there seemed to be a constant, deep resentment that 
welled up out of her depths and spilled over everyone and every- 
thing. It was as though it was a resentment at what life had done 
to her. As a child, it seemed to me that her awful anger and ill 
temper was partly because we had lost my father during the 
Second World War. 

Mother had told me that she and my father were very much 
in love when they married and that my father was a very hand- 
some man and loved me very much when I was born. But he had 
gone away to war and was killed in action some place when I was 
very young — just a baby. 

Some of my earliest memories are of my mother and I living 
with her mother in Iowa after my father was gone. It seems an 
irony now, after my having spanked so many slaves, that one of 
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those earliest memories is of the time one of my mother’s boy- 
friends in lowa came over to our house. He spanked me before 
he even said hello. I was confused and hurt. Not only my behind 
hurt, my feelings were hurt. I deeply resented what he did, and 
did not like him at all. He was domineering and hateful. I’ve 
never forgotten my strong dislike for him. | was glad when he 
disappeared from my mother’s life. 

In Iowa, my troubles with the opposite sex at my tender pre- 
school age were added to by a gang of bullies in the neighbor- 
hood — the head bully in particular. Being a girl, and a chubby 
one at that, and being younger and smaller than they were all 
served to bring out the worst in the gang, and heap it all on me. 

I still remembered how crushed I was one day when I was 
caught by the gang while I walked across a field. | was wearing a 
new winter coat that my mother had worked so hard and saved 
to buy for me. The gang pelted me unmercilessly with ripe toma- 
toes. I cried my eyes out as I ran from them in a hail of squishy 
ted globs. My beautiful new coat that had cost my mother so 
much hard earned money was covered in tomato stains. My 
feelings were devastated. Again I felt enormous resentment to- 
ward those boys. 

There was another little boy in grammar school who I 
thought was my boyfriend. Then one day he got mad at me for 
some reason and stepped on my toes real hard and called me 
“fatso.” | hated that name. My toes hurt, but my feelings hurt 
worse. I was finished with that boyfriend. 

I couldn’t understand why anyone would be mean to me. My 
young mind would say: “Am I such a bad person that people 
want to hurt me? Why am I being punished? What have I done?” 
My mother would all of a sudden fly into a rage and storm at me. 
She would scare me to death, even though I knew that deep 
down she loved me. Yes, between that hateful, mean boyfriend 
of hers, the mean boy I had thought was my friend, and the 
horrible gang of bullies in the neighborhood, I had few fond 
memories of those days in Iowa. 
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One day my mother introduced me to Neil, her new boy- 
friend. He seemed like a nice man, but I was very hesitant to 
make any judgment about that. My relations with the male of 
the species had not been too good up to that point, and I wasn’t 
at all sure it was going to be any better with this fellow. But as 
the weeks passed and mother’s relationship with Neil deepened, 
I noticed that she was not so prone to be so quick tempered 
when Neil was around. I liked that a lot. I still did not let my 
guard down about this new man in my mother’s life — and in my 
life. But, I began to think that he was not such a bad guy. 

I wasn’t at all unhappy when my mother married Neil and 
announced to me that we were leaving lowa and moving to 
California. I would be getting away from those mean bullies 
whose terror practically kept me a prisoner in my house. Mother 
had wanted to stay in lowa near her mother and the people and 
the way of life she was accustomed to and comfortable with, but 
Neil persuaded her that a great future for them lay waiting in 
California — that they would find happiness, prosperity, and 
fulfillment of their fondest dreams in the dream capitol of the 
world — Los Angeles. 

Some dream! New in town, low on money, war’s over, large 
unemployment, no work, no friends or even contacts — we soon 
found ourselves living in a ramshackle apartment in a hillside 
ghetto a block off of Sunset Strip. My world was suddenly full of 
drunks, derelicts, desperadoes, and an endless assortment of the 
dregs of humanity. The violence of thrown tomatoes in Iowa had 
become in Los Angeles the violence of knives and bullets and 
rape — fortunately not directed at my mother or me. 

Soon, the anger I had seen in my mother before Neil came 
into our lives began to return with more frequency. Her anger 
was at life, at her lot in life. It was a man’s world and she was a 
woman. She had trusted my father, and he had left her alone. 
Now she had trusted Neil and he had deceived her. He had told 
her things that weren’t true in order to get her to agree to move 
to California. He was the man in this man’s world, and he had 
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taken the responsibility of a wife and child and had uprooted 
them from their home and family and brought them to what? A 
ghetto. 

Mother was hurt and disillusioned. She had an enormous 
drive to succeed in life and a great reservoir of strength. This 
man that she had agreed to marry, who had been a lawyer in 
Iowa, who had fed her all the promises of success in life, couldn’t 
pass the California Bar exam and couldn’t get a job that could 
get her and her daughter out of the ghetto. Her daughter 
couldn’t even play outside. My mother wouldn’t have that — 
she wouldn’t stand still for that kind of life. 

It was mother’s constant striving to get somewhere and the 
condemnation of our apartment by the Fire Department that 
eventually got us to the two-story apartment in Southgate where 
I had to hideout for three months. By then she had gotten a good 
job and had been promoted to where she was making more 
money each month than Neil made. And she was determined 
that we were going to live in a nice apartment in a nice complex 
in a nice section of a nice town. 

As soon as she could afford such a place she located the 
Southgate apartment and decided, even though it was an “adults 
only” complex, that there was where we would live. They could 
go to hell with their adults only rule. She figured that if we lived 
there long enough before anyone found out I was there, they 
would have to let us stay. 

Sure enough, three months after we moved in two old ladies 
peeked into a front window of our apartment in the middle of 
the day while mother and Neil were working and saw me playing 
on the living room floor. They raised a howl about a child living 
on the premises, and the tenants and management had a big 
meeting to decide what to do. They decided to let us stay, and 
we lived there for four years. Such were my mother’s strength 
and determination. That must be where I got some of mine. 

The one person my mother looked up to was her sister — let’s 
call her Mavis. Whereas my mother had run away from home 
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while she was in high school to marry my father, Aunt Mavis 
was always the goody-goody. She had been sent to college and 
had become a schoolteacher — and thought she knew every- 
thing. I saw her as a homely hypochondriac, a whiner, and a real 
user. Even at a tender age I could see how she used my mother. I 
could never understand why my mother was so impressed with 
her sister and why she listened to her and was so influenced by 
her. I disliked Aunt Mavis intensely, but I loved her little 
daughter, whom I’ll call Jackie. When they would come to visit 
us from San Diego I would take care of my little cousin and play 
with her and have a wonderful time. 

When I made clothes for my dolls, I tried to copy garments | 
saw in pictures of Jeanette McDonald. But I didn’t have the 
types of material to make exact copies. In using the prettiest 
materials I could get with my meager allowance at age nine — 
velvets and satins — my modifications looked, I guess you could 
say, kind of sexy. That led to an incident one day that thor- 
oughly sealed my dislike for my know-it-all aunt. 

I was happily playing with Jackie and we were busily dressing 
my dolls in the beautiful costumes I had made for them when 
Aunt Mavis walked into the room with my mother and, seeing 
the dolls, said with a nasty snarl: “Jeanette is going to grow up to 
be a real hooker.” I wasn’t the most street-wise nine-year-old in 
town, but I knew enough about what a hooker was to be terribly, 
terribly hurt by that remark. It echoed in my head like the gong 
of a bell, and I felt horribly abused. 

Ironically, Aunt Mavis’s own dear daughter, Jackie, for whom 
Aunt Mavis had big plans of college and career, was to be the 
one who a few years later suddenly got married while in high 
school under circumstances which mortified her mother. Oh 
well, sometimes things come home to roost. I felt truly sorry for 
Jackie. She moved away and, sadly, I never heard of her again. 

What a jumble of memories those were. Some happy, some 
sad — like most people have, I guess. The loss I felt for not 
knowing my father and having him with my mother and me as | 
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grew up was the worse part. I know it was the one thing about 
my youthful years that caused my mother the most pain. 

The happiest of memories — hands down — were the mo- 
ments of fantasy I lived with my costumed Jeanette McDonald 
dolls. 

Just then a strange thought crossed my mind — an impossible 
but nevertheless intriguing thought. I thought: “Wouldn’t it be 
wonderful if somehow, magically, little Jeanette could have seen 
big Jeanette win the award in Zurich and witness all of the 
adoration her beauty and her beautiful costumes have brought 
her? How utterly thrilled little Jeanette would have been.” But 
you know, in her own way, through those marvelous litrle-girl 
fantasies which I now dimly remembered, | think that little girl 
may have seen the future. “Maybe,” I thought, as I drifted to 
sleep, “it isn’t such an impossible thing after all. Maybe, some- 
how, in the midst of fantasy we capture a fleeting glimpse of the 
future. Maybe she saw.” 
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CHAPTER 3 


where we had to go through U.S. Customs and change 

planes. Before we left the United States I had consulted 
my travel agent and attorney about what I needed to do before I 
left and what I needed to take with me to prove when I passed 
through customs upon returning that the numerous items I was 
taking with me were not purchased on that trip. I had gathered 
sales slips, invoices, affidavits, photos of me wearing various 
garments in the U.S., and generally a whole stack of documenta- 
tion. I anticipated scrutiny, but I never imagined what I would 
actually face. 

Dressed to stand out in any crowd anywhere, the effect of my 
approach on the delicate senses of the red-necked customs offi- 
cer who was charged with protecting America’s shores from the 
dangerous menace of Mistress Antoinette’s luggage was anything 
but ordinary. 

He took a look at me and at the cart loaded with my hand 
luggage and five large trunks which had been deposited by a 
porter. I smiled at the officer. He frowned like he had suddenly 
been struck with a gastric attack. 1 knew I was in trouble. 

One by one this minion of justice opened my bags and trunks 
and dumped their contents onto the long table that fortunately 
separated him from me. All of my and Rick’s personal effects and 
clothes, all of my bras, panties and stockings, my leather and 
latex garments, my clothing accessories, my B&D implements 
and equipment — everything — was tossed and scattered in 
huge piles over the length of the table. Some of my beautiful and 
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very expensive clothes were hanging over the sides of the table 
and fell on the filthy floor as that ruddy-faced “servant of the 
people” pawed through my things with a sanctimonious scowl. 

I was furious. How dare he do that to my expensive things 
which I had so carefully packed in order to protect them. I began 
grabbing the pieces that had fallen off the table or which were 
about to fall and started to straighten and refold them. My 
temper was about to explode. Rick was also flabbergasted. He 
was having trouble containing himself, and he knew me well 
enough to know that there was a good chance I might soon wind 
up behind bars on assault charges. That would be worse than 
what was already happening to us, so he set about to try and 
calm me down. He began speaking to me very softly so that only 
I could hear, telling me to cool it, don’t blow it that when this 
jerk gets through making an ass of himself we’ll be on our way. 

The customs officer never asked to see even one piece of 
documentation. He didn’t ask a single question either. It was just 
as though he was getting his kicks out of trying to embarrass us. 
You could guess his moral prejudices by the looks of revulsion 
and disdain on his face as he came across various items of cloth- 
ing and B&D equipment. 

Finally the ordeal was over. The customs officer gave a curt 
“OK” and simply walked away. Rick and I set about the onerous 
task of carefully repacking everything and doing it in time to 
make our connecting flight to Los Angeles. We had just had one 
more lesson in intolerance and bigotry. | steamed and fumed 
about the incident all the way back to L.A. By the time we 
arrived there I had decided that, by god, I was going to do 
something about the negative responses we in the B&D commu- 
nity so often have to endure. People have many reasons for 
disliking anything having to do with B&D activities and anyone 
who engages in them, but the reasons are all to some extent 
based on ignorance. Public ignorance was what I was going to 
have to fight. 

Several years previously I had begun my two publications, 
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Reflections and Kinky Contacts, and my catalog sales company, 
Versatile Fashions, in order to use my talents to be of service to 
the needs of B&D devotees. Now, I was determined to do what I 
could to educate the public about B&D and, at the same time, 
perhaps reach some people who felt bad about their interest in 
B&D and help them feel better about those feelings and about 
themselves. 

Back in L.A. after my triumphant trip to Europe, my daily 
activities accelerated to an even more hectic pace than before. 
Rick had really blossomed as a photographer. What had started 
years before as a hobby had developed into a very successful and 
expanding business. He was still busily engaged in his medical 
practice through the chain of diet clinics we operated and was 
taking every available minute (and some that weren’t available) 
to shoot still pictures for our magazines and some B&D video 
tapes which we sold retail. 

We were going 90 miles a minute. We both worked on setting 
up the photo and video shoots. With all of the details involved it 
was a massive coordination effort. Arrangements had to be made 
for a location at which to shoot. Layout concepts had to be 
dreamed up and decided upon. Models had to be located and 
contracted. Costumes had to be created, made and fitted. Sets 
and paraphernalia must be gathered, transported and set up. 

Travel times were always a consideration. Traffic in L.A. is 
always a bear, and we would have to fight that bear sometimes as 
much as 100 miles a day to and from shooting locations. On top 
of that, some shoots took up to six hours just to set up. 

In addition to all of that and all of the other tasks | had to 
perform and oversee in the creation and publication of the 
magazines and the manufacturing and marketing of the line of 
fashions and products we sold, I somehow found time for my 
slaves, for parties, for calls and correspondence which poured in 
from far and near, and — not least of all — for my family. 

It may sound to some people like a terrible lot of work and 
worries to have to cope with, like my life was a frantic case of cat 
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chasing its tail. But to me it was wonderful, exciting, fulfilling, 
adventurous, satisfying, thrilling — all those things. I was in my 
prime. I was hitting my stride. I was stronger, more creative and 
confident, more energetic, more at peace with myself, and more 
satisfied with my life than I had ever been. And on top of it all I 
had this new feeling of mission that I had to undertake. 

I firmly believe not only that a person must give in order to 
receive but that a person who has the ability to give and doesn’t 
is taking more than her share of what life has to offer. I had the 
knowledge of B&D and the position in life that, I felt, obligated 
me to do what I could to help dispel ignorance and intolerance. 

To fulfill my chosen mission of educating as many people as I 
could about the true meanings and realities of B&D meant my 
going public. Even with my sense of zeal about doing it, going 
public with my personal life had some scary ramifications. True, 
I was already sort of semi-public by my publishing the magazines, 
which routinely carried photos of me in various erotic creations 
of mine and articles written by me and by the videos we sold, 
many of which featured me in stimulating action, but all of that 
was distributed solely to B&D devotees. What I was about to do 
was open myself up to the general public. 

Now we're talking about laying oneself bare (so to speak) 
before the hellfire and brimstone crowd, the self-righteous, the 
holier-than-thou as well as the just plain crazies of the world. 
Also to be reckoned with were neighbors and my children’s 
teachers, schoolmates and friends and their parents. The local 
gendarmes and prosecutors probably already knew about me and 
my business operations and had left me alone. But who was to 
know what a public outcry, if ome were to occur, might spur a 
timid or sanctimonious “enforcer of the law and public morals” 
to do. 

Was I being foolishly courageous? Was I about to embark on a 
crusade that would serve only to bring harm to myself and my 
loved ones? Was there any real risk? After all, I wasn’t doing 
anything illegal. This is a free country, isn’t it; where people are 
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free to express themselves and promote what they believe in? All 
of those thoughts, and more, wandered through my mind as I 
waited to find an opportunity to get started. Then one afternoon 
the phone rang. 

“New York calling,” 1 was told. “They heard about you win- 
ning the top award in Zurich and want you to appear on the 
Midnight Blue television program.” I jumped at the chance and 
worked out an idea with the show’s producer for me to bring to 
New York a collection of my costumes and we would do a fash- 
ion show with models presenting to the viewers a large selection 
of my B&D clothing line. It would be entertaining and would 
introduce the concept of B&D costuming to viewers who knew 
nothing about B&D. 

By having the clothing presented in the context of a fashion 
show by beautiful models I could try to get across to the viewers 
that B&D costuming is not only attractive, it is also for fun. By 
extension, perhaps I could also show some viewers that B&D 
itself is for fun. The producer loved the idea and even added a 
few novel wrinkles, and all was set. 

With a huge collection of costumes I arrived in the Big Apple 
to begin my mission and to have a good time. Arrangements had 
been made for me to stay with the fantastic porno film star 
Annie Sprinkles and her roommate, Veronica Vera, a writer for 
Penthouse Publications. Annie was one of my favorite actresses 
and I had long admired Veronica’s work. To say I was thrilled to 
be their house guest would be putting it mildly. 

They were loads of fun, and they loved the costumes I had 
brought. We spent hours together in great spirits as they tried on 
various combinations of garments and paraded about the living 
room of their apartment giggling and oohing and aahing like 
kids in a candy store. 

The fashion show was a smash hit. The producer of Midnight 
Blue had a great idea of holding the show in a unique location. 
No plain old studio or banquet hall for us. We went right to the 
top — of the building, that is. The building in which the. Mid- 
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night Blue organization was located was surrounded in New 
York City by other buildings which were just as high or higher. 
So, there would be no privacy for our filming. 

As soon as the film crew began setting up we started to draw a 
few interested observers in some of the other buildings. But 
when the gorgeous young models showed up larger groups gath- 
ered in windows and balconies across the way. The Salvation 
Army Building, which was directly opposite and the same height 
as us, collected a large crowd on its roof. 

Fortunately we had a great group of girls for models. Modest 
they were not, and it was a good thing because we had no 
privacy for changing. After showing one costume on camera a 
model would simply move off camera and change into another 
costume. Every time a girl stripped down to make a costume 
change our impromptu audience would cheer and hoot and clap. 
The crowd on top of the Salvation Army Building would go 
slightly wild. Some of the girls would even do a risque’ bump and 
grind in the buff — always to a slight pandemonium from on- 
lookers. Everyone had a marvelous time. 

Very few swingers — and by that I mean people who identify 
themselves as members of the sexual swingers movement admit 
to having any interest in B&D. Most swingers are quick to 
knock the practice of B&D as being a sexual and psychological 
turn off for them, and they tend to look down on anyone who 
engages in it. 

So it was with great enthusiasm that I accepted an invitation 
to present a fashion show of my B&D creations at New York’s 
Plato’s Retreat, then the largest and most famous commercial 
party house for swingers in the world. 

The place was jammed with hundreds of uninhibited sexual 
fun seekers. True to my goal of being an ambassadress of B&D I 
used the enthusiastic reception my fashions received to do some 
gentle educating about the great fun people can have who will 
allow themselves the freedom to play with their fantasies. 

After a whirlwind of parties and celebrity introductions I 
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returned to Los Angeles and my family, business, and slaves. 
Word of who I was and of my availability to the media had 
spread to the producers of a Los Angeles TV show called “Two 
on the Town.” Public exposure in New York was one thing. It 
was a long way away from home and posed little threat to my 
private life. This was home town, baby. “You said this is what you 
want,” I said to myself, “so suck it in and go for it.” And I did just 
that. 

On the show I explained in the best way I could that people 
who participate in B&D activities are good, honest, loving and 
caring people just like most people in our society. They are often 
very successful and responsible business, government and profes- 
sional people, but can also be a housewife, laborer, student or 
anything else. They are just normal people who have found a 
telease of tension and repressions and a joy in playing out their 
fantasies in a harmless way with another consenting adult. 

I explained that B&D activities revolve around the voluntary 
exchange of power. The submissive person, for whatever his or 
her reason, chooses to grant to the dominant person the power of 
control, within certain bounds, over the submissive, and the 
dominant person chooses to exercise that power. And, I added, 
this process takes place within the framework of a fantasy sce- 
nario that brings pleasure to both people. 

I described my role as a dominant woman and explained the 
use of costumes to enhance the fantasy and, in some cases, to 
satisfy a person’s fetish needs. Another thing I mentioned was 
the large number of submissive men who seek a dominant 
woman with whom to interact and the difficulty they have in 
finding one because there are so relatively few women who are 
dominant in personality and behavior and wish to participate in 
any kind of B&D activities. 

Being on television was a thrilling experience. | was very 
proud that I could be truly myself and proud of it. And I got a 
great sense of satisfaction that I had helped people to better 
understand their neighbor and to realize that B&D isn’t bad and 
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neither are the people who practice it. My sincerity came across 
well on TV as did my looks. A TV camera has a way of making a 
person look heavier than they are, but my slimness made that no 
problem. And my naturally bold hair color and makeup was 
ideally suited for the TV screen. I made quite an impression on a 
lot of people. 

Watching the “Two on the Town” show was a gentleman 
who produced a “This Is Your Life” TV series. He was fascinated 
with me and called to ask if I would consent to be the star of a 
one-hour show on HBO to be called: “What’s Up America? This 
Is Your Life, Mistress Antoinette.” At this point, how could | 
refuse? 

I worked with the staff of the show to identify and locate a 
variety of people (with their permission) to make an appearance 
on the show, with all of whom I had had some kind of B&D 
relationship. I was surprised and delighted when so many of 
them agreed to appear on the show. There was a couple from 
Wisconsin who owned a dairy, and a corn farming couple from 
lowa. There were celebrities, executives, engineers, airline pi- 
lots, and a famous artist. 

The identity of all of the guests was disguised. They all dis- 
cussed their interest in B&D and told of the personal relation- 
ship they had with me and how much it meant to them. It was a 
very touching and heartwarming experience, I'll tell you. They 
are all such dear, wonderful people. Their sincere love and 
friendship for me and the way they so freely expressed it made all 
of the pain and difficulties of the personal journey I had made to 
get where I was in life worthwhile. 

For another part of the show we had pretaped an outdoor 
segment. In it I tied some slaves to a tree trunk and had a lot of 
fun tormenting them while I explained and demonstrated tech- 
niques used by dominants. The slaves told of their excitement at 
being bound helpless and enduring my torments. This whole 
segment was an educational experience for the viewers — and a 
lot of fun for the participants. 
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Another television show that was memorable was one called 
the “Stanley Siegal Show.” The format was that of a discussion 
of a controversial topic with a live audience participating with 
questions and comments after the invited guests made their pres- 
entation. In order to stir up the controversy even more, the show 
would often have a protagonist who would take the opposite 
view or say how terrible the first person was, or something like 
that. 

The protagonist for my presentation was a psychologist. He 
had written a book about child abuse. J suppose the theory of 
having him on the show with me was because the show’s pro- 
ducer thought that B&D was abuse of people and that this 
psychologist, being an expert on abuse, could argue that B&D 
led to child abuse, or vice versa, or something like that. 

Anyway, it didn’t work out that way. Each of us talked on the 
air for a while about the subject for which we were there I about 
B&D, and he mostly about his book. Then came an intermis- 
sion. 

During the intermission the psychologist and I had a good 
personal talk off the air during which I discussed my three chil- 
dren and how, even though I was completely honest with them 
about my interests, | had maintained my B&D play and fantasy 
life separate and apart from them. He was very impressed by 
what I told him — in fact, so impressed that he surprised every- 
one when the show resumed. 

Back on the air he said about me: “She’s OK. She’s really 
serious about what she’s saying, and she is evidently also serious 
about maintaining her B&D activities separate from her role as a 
mother.” He was quite supportive of me for the rest of the show. 

I was very pleased with his response even though it put quite 
a damper on the conflict concept, which I suppose didn’t please 
the show’s staff. 

But that wasn’t the funniest part of the show. Who was to 
follow my portion of the show but the Honorable Jerry Brown, 
Governor of California, who was there to speak on another 
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subject. He was waiting off camera, accompanied by his entou- 
rage of aides and security men. 

I had dressed in one of my typical dominant costumes and 
had brought with me a male slave dressed as a typical slave. We 
were there to educate the public, right? Right. But I hadn’t 
counted on the gov and his group of state cops, etc., being in the 
same room. And I can tell you, neither did my slave. 

I was dressed in a brilliantly-colored pair of PVC jodhpurs, 
above-knee boots with 5" heels, leather gauntlets and kidskin 
gloves, a flowing white blouse, and a large-brimmed riding hat 
with veil. 

My slave had on a pair of black leather briefs and wore a body 
harness with a dog leash fastened to the collar. Everywhere | 
went he went on his hands and knees with me dragging him by 
his dog leash. 

Those were my orders and he had to obey me. But, let me tell 
you, when my poor humiliated slave and I first got to the studio 
and the governor and his pals arrived, I thought my slave was 
going to come unglued. He hadn’t bargained to do his slave bit 
in close proximity to the head man in the state. 

To his great credit my slave went through the whole ordeal 
and performed just as I had directed. He made his mistress look 
very good, indeed, and I was very proud of him. You can be sure I 
suitably punished — ahem — rewarded him. 

To my slight surprise but great relief there were no terrible 
repercussions from all of the publicity I was receiving. There 
were no outraged neighbors or distraught parents, no threaten- 
ing phone calls, and only a little mail telling me I needed to get 
in touch with the Lord and be saved. 

There was a pleasant surprise, however. Business in my Versa- 
tile Fashions catalog sales business picked up dramatically and it 
became obvious that there was a large and increasing number of 
customers who wanted a place where they could actually come 
to see and select the items they wanted. 

Half of the building in which one of Rick’s weight loss clinics 
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was located was unoccupied. The opportunity was too good to 
pass up. I opened in that space a retail showroom where local 
and visiting customers for Versatile Fashions’ merchandise could 
come, by appointment, and consult with me and my staff, make 
their selections, have a fitting if necessary, and prepare to enjoy 
their B&D activities more than ever. 

I was enormously gratified to see so many people coming in 
who had just begun to give expression to their B&D interests or 
who had just summoned the courage to be that open about their 
interests. Hearing and seeing me talk about my personal life, 
about how exciting and fulfilling it can be for some people to 
play out their B&D fantasies, and about the many wonderful, 
normal people who do it was giving courage to more and more 
people to come out of their shell and begin to live their lives on 
their own terms. I knew then that I had been right in taking the 
tisk I had taken in going public. 

More public exposure followed as my self-confidence soared. I 
was the guest on more TV shows on both coasts. College profes- 
sors invited me to speak to their classes in sex education and in 
psychology and similar subjects. Trying to present the nuances 
and subtleties of B&D to college audiences was both difficult 
and rewarding. After discovering what B&D really is about, an 
amazing number of the students recognized elements of it in 
their own relationships. A major international scientific organi- 
zation, the Society for the Scientific Study of Sex, invited me to 
make a presentation at their annual conference. 

Of course, newspapers and magazines wanted and were 
granted interviews. Even my little hometown newspaper, “The 
Register,” did a feature story on the notorious Mistress Anto- 
inette, complete with photos. Mistress Antoinette, the beautiful 
but fearsome-looking dominatrix who comes complete with a 
stable of slaves; who is a successful magazine editor, costume 
designer, and merchandising executive; but who is also a busy 
physician’s wife and loving mother of three grown children. 
Who is this strange wonder woman? What does she do and how 
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does she do it? Everyone wanted to know. I quaked in my boots a 
little about what fallout might come from that. There was some, 
but I handled it and it passed. 

“How much can I tell?” I began asking myself. Where do | 
find the balance point between the good that I am attempting to 
accomplish and the need to protect my privacy and the privacy 
of my loved ones? Through my various activities | had come in 
contact, one way or another, with so many people who were 
having such a hard time wrestling with their feelings about 
B&D. They were suffering such mental anguish. It hurt me to 
see them going through, so painfully, so much of the difficult 
territory I too had traveled. I felt like there must be something 
more I could do to make such people feel more comfortable with 
their B&D interests and needs. 

I was discussing this dilemma one day with a ladyfriend who 
worked in the publishing field. | complained that TV and news- 
paper interviews and brief talks to audiences were simply not 
sufficient to give real insight to how I became what I am. 

She said: “I would be fascinated to know, myself. You are the 
most intriguing, courageous woman I have ever met. Somehow 
you have acquired the strength of character to be yourself and to 
present your true self to the whole world in your own unique 
style. And what a style that is!” 

She was quiet for a moment, and then said: “I think you 
should tell your story. I know about your childhood, but all the 
rest is a mystery. What happened?” 

I said, “Well, it’ll take several hours.” “You’ve got it,” she 
replied as she fluffed up the pillows and settled back on the 
couch. 
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CHAPTER 4 


my school years. The bad early experiences | had had with 

the boys in Iowa really soured me for a long time on the idea 
of letting myself become vulnerable to any boy, even those | 
kind of liked. 

Even though I didn’t encourage him, one fellow I met at a 
skating rink while I was in high school actually wanted to marry 
me. Up to that point I liked him a lot. But that stuff about 
marrying me — at my age — really scared me off of him. I could 
understand why he was attracted to me. I was making my own 
skating costumes, and some of my creations were really nice 
looking. And I was very good on skates. In my skate costumes I 
would twist and glide across the rink with the confidence and 
poise of a show girl — and I would feel like a queen of the floor. 
But those were my years for fun and young girl fantasies. I had a 
lot to do before | was ready for marriage. 

During my childhood and adolescence my mother impressed 
on me over and over how important it is to understand and 
respect the sanctity of marriage and the evil of divorce. She did a 
thorough job of raising me to not rush into getting serious about 
any man until I found the one | was willing to devote my life to 
and who was willing to devote his life to me. 

My mother was my role model in many ways. It was from her 
example that I developed a strong desire to succeed in life. That 
meant having a willingness to work hard, cultivate an ambition 
to better yourself, set your sights high and expect to achieve your 
goals. That’s what I set out to do. I began working at age 15 1/2. I 


I didn’t have much to do with boys as I made my way through 
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wrote for my high school newspaper and was selected to be one 
of five students to deliver an essay at our graduation. Later, at 
Woodbury College, from which I graduated, I was elected secre- 
tary of the student body government. 

I was 20 years old, had finished college and was doing well in 
a job in the retail clothing business when I met a neat looking 
fellow I’ll call Cal. He was an army veteran, several years older 
than me and a sophomore in college. We were very compatible 
and liked each other immediately. Best of all, from my stand- 
point, he was ambitious and was determined to someday become 
a doctor and really make something of himself. I was certainly 
my mother’s daughter in that regard. 

Cal lived with his mother and three brothers in the Los 
Angeles suburb of Watts, a black ghetto that would in later years 
be almost burned to the ground during massive riots. Cal was 
determined to pull himself out of there and never look back. I 
had met the man of my life. When he asked me to marry him I 
eagerly accepted. 

A year after our marriage I took a short time off from work to 
have our first baby, my darling little daughter, whom I’ll refer to 
as Nicole. Soon after she was born Cal was about ready to begin 
medical school. Even though I quickly found a good babysitter 
during the day for Nicole and resumed working, we needed more 
income to be able to handle the burdensome expenses of medi- 
cal school and our family’s costs of living. 

By then my mother and stepfather, Neil, had acquired a 
home with four small apartments on the rear of the property. It 
was decided that if I would take the job of cleaning their house 
and preparing evening meals for them during the week they 
would let Cal and I live rent-free in one of the apartments. We 
jumped at their offer. I took a job in the mattress factory for 
which my mother was head bookkeeper and I also sold costume 
jewelry in women’s homes at night. Selling jewelry was a lot 
more my kind of thing than working in the mattress factory and 
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I became very successful at not only selling the jewelry but also 
at recruiting other women to become sales representatives for 
me. Before long I had 50 women selling jewelry for me. 

I was working until one o’clock in the morning but I was just 
bubbling over with happiness. My husband was in medical 
school. I had a wonderful daughter. I loved my work with the 
costume jewelry and was doing well at it. | loved my husband 
and was so proud that he was determined to be not just a doctor 
but the best of the best. My mother and Neil were doing well 
financially and were very proud of me and their little grand- 
daughter. | was happily very active in the medical students’ 
wives organization and took great pleasure in planning events 
for it like the fashion shows we occasionally put on at pharma- 
ceutical houses. Everything was going just perfectly. 

About six months before Cal was to graduate and begin his 
internship, which would mean our moving several hundred 
miles to central California, he insisted we move out of my folk’s 
apartment and take an apartment about 5 miles away. For years 
my mother had been under enormous stress at work for various 
reasons and had developed a nervous shaking condition to go 
along with ever worsening anger and temper fits. Our moving 
out only made her condition worse. I knew that my mother had 
lived her life for me and through me. Now she felt that she was 
about to lose me. It was coming at the worst possible time for her 
and I knew it. I was horrified at what I saw happening, but I felt 
powerless to do anything about it. 

Neil would say one thing about what needed to be done for 
her and Cal would say something different. I was pulled back and 
forth between them even though I tended to believe Cal more 
because, after all, he was “a doctor” almost. Cal told me that 
mother’s doctor said mother was suffering from a severe neurosis. 
He said that she needed to be hospitalized and isolated from the 
family’s attentions, which, he said, fed her neurosis. It hurt me so 
badly to have to ignore her. And I couldn’t understand the 
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dissention that had developed between Cal and Neil. I felt I had 
to stick by my husband, so we moved to the other apartment and 
awaited Cal’s graduation. 

I was about three months pregnant with my second child 
when Cal, Nicole and I moved to Fresno, California, about 200 
miles from Los Angeles, for Cal to begin his internship. We had 
previously made a trip there to find a house and had bought a 
lovely one which was under construction. The builder had made 
some modifications we asked for, and we settled in. 

I busily set about decorating my new home — the first one 
that was really mine. 

All seemed well in my world except for the worry | felt over 
my mother’s condition. She was out of the hospital, but the last 
time I had seen her she seemed to have given up on life. That 
spark was gone. I couldn’t understand how she could do such a 
thing. 

After three months in Fresno I returned to Los Angeles to 
visit her. While there I went to pick her up from a visit to her 
doctor’s office and noticed that the doctor seemed almost to 
ignore her. There she was, the strong-willed, determined, hard- 
driving, successful career woman — destroying herself — beaten 
— whipped by life. I was totally perplexed with her. All the 
doctors, including Cal, said the problem was psychosomatic, that 
her neurosis resulted from stresses she was not able to handle. | 
couldn’t understand how she could be so strong and allow herself 
to become so weak. I saw her giving in to that weakness and I 
was angry at her for it. 

Mother had developed asthma as a result of her neurosis. On 
the drive home she had an asthma attack and wanted me to take 
her to the hospital. I did, but I was so annoyed at her shenani- 
gans, as I thought her actions to be, that | walked with her up 
the hospital steps without offering my arm to help her and left 
her at the nurses’ station to be admitted to the hospital. I was to 
regret for many, many years my misguided and callous treatment 
of her. Mother died the next day of a heart attack. 
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I was crushed by the loss of her. I poured my feelings out to 
Neil. “I killed her,” I cried. “I killed her by not loving her 
enough, by not being close enough to her and understanding 
her.” Of course, Neil was devastated too. The shock was too 
great for him to handle. He simply couldn’t cope with the details 
of the funeral arrangements, so I had to make them and deal 
with my grief as best I could. I saw how little | had really known 
my mother when some 300 persons attended her funeral. Until 
then I had not realized that she had made so many friends and 
had touched the lives of so many people in ways which had 
generated such great respect for her. With tears of regret for 
having lost her without, I felt, ever really knowing her, I insisted 
on being the last in the long line at her casket to say goodby 
before it was closed forever. I was stunned as | stood there with 
Cal after everyone else had gone and he said: “I hated that 
woman. I hated the way she manipulated and controlled every- 
one.” I couldn’t believe he would say such a thing. I had no 
inkling that he even felt that way. His shocking and cruel reac- 
tion to the moment made it even sadder. All I could do was cry. 

It is amazing how life sometimes swings from sadness to joy. 
Three months later I gave birth to Anton (not his real name). 
Cal had never been very enthusiastic about our having a second 
child, but I was thrilled. I only regretted that my mother did not 
live to see Anton. She would have been so happy to have had a 
grandson. 

Cal and I had not had much of a sex life since shortly after 
our marriage. He just never seemed interested. I figured it was 
the pressure of his studies. And for the last several months, of 
course, | had been pregnant. From the day I brought Anton 
home from the hospital with me Cal seemed withdrawn. He was 
distant — uninvolved with the affairs of our home or family. I 
thought it was the stress of his internship. But then it got worse. 
He would go days without even coming home. 

A month after my return from the hospital we got a notice 
that the purchase and mortgage papers for our house had not 
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been properly prepared and that we would have to sign new 
ones. That was the lucky break Cal had been waiting for. He 
refused to sign them. Then came the shocker of all shockers. He 
wanted a divorce. Mother’s death had released him from any 
obligation he felt to her for her help when he was going through 
medical school. Now was his chance to get out from under the 
obligations of a house and a wife and children. 

I was in a state of shock all over again. First my mother, then 
my home, now my husband — all lost. I had to move myself and 
my two children into a small apartment and try through the 
court’s reconciliation process to put our marriage back together. 
He would have nothing to do with reconciliation. He had his 
M.D. and he wanted out. During our discussions I discovered 
that he had been dating other women since we moved to Fresno. 

He told me later the true story behind our marriage. He had 
been determined to get himself out of Watts and out of poverty. 
When he met me and found out that my parents and | lived in 
an upper-class section of Los Angeles in a nice home and that 
we had good incomes he saw his opportunity to go to medical 
school and attain success. I always knew he had ambition. 

I found out that he had suffered some pangs of conscience 
two weeks before our marriage, for marrying me not for love but 
for me and my family to put him through medical school, but my 
mother had talked him into going ahead thinking that it was just 
the normal nerves of a groom-to-be. 

Lies, my god, what lies I had been living under. I was shaken 
to my bones. The walls of my world were crumbling about me. 
My husband tells me he never did love me, even from the 
beginning. My whole married life had been a lie. All the dreams 
he let me dream, all the plans he let me make, all the future and 
all the happiness he let me hope to see — all lies. The security 
for myself and my children that he allowed me — even expected 
me — to work and sacrifice for in order to have a doctor- 
husband — all a lie. 

And now, I had to endure the one thing I was taught by my 
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mother to detest and avoid throughout my life — divorce. 

With only an old car I had been bequeathed by my mother 
and some personal belongings my two children and I returned to 
Los Angeles. Broke, 26 years old, with two young children and 
getting no child support, I found a mediocre job and took it. 

Then came the third big shock of my life. Neil had started 
drinking heavily following my mother’s death and he visited me 
shortly after I returned to Los Angeles to get something off of his 
conscience that had been bothering him for a long time. “This is 
really the season for ‘true confessions,” | thought. He had been 
hitting the sauce pretty good and I figured he was feeling melan- 
choly, like some people get when stewed. So I said, “Sure, what 
is it?” Then he hit me with the big one. 

Neil told me that my father had not been killed in World 
War II. He had divorced my mother when I was just an infant. It 
was true that he had died, but that was years after the end of the 
war. My smart, know-it-all Aunt Mavis had convinced mother 
that she must never tell me. She and mother then convinced my 
grandmother and Neil to help them keep the dreaded secret. 
Neil had ached for me all those years knowing that I could never 
share with my mother the grief and the awful pain she had to 
live with. He had wanted many times to tell me the truth. He 
had seen the wall that that lie had built between my mother and 
me. 

I suddenly felt totally empty. At first I just sat stunned as Neil 
quietly wept. It was as though his words were mere sounds. 
Then, slowly, the enormity of the loss my mother and I had not 
been allowed to share — could now never share — hit me. I 
thought of all the pain and resentment my mother had endured 
alone throughout my life. I held Neil in my arms as we cried 
together. I would never be the same again. 

Shortly after that, when Anton became very ill, I thought 
that my troubles would never end. | had no medical insurance 
and no money to pay medical expenses, so I swallowed my pride 
and took Anton to see a local doctor who had been Cal’s class- 
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mate. I knew him well from those medical school years and knew 
there would be no charge. He said Anton was, indeed, seriously 
ill and needed to be treated in a hospital. Since I had only 
enough money to barely live on, it was a question of taking 
Anton to County Hospital, as a welfare patient, or looking up 
Rick, another of Cal’s former classmates who was working in the 
emergency room of one of the better hospitals. 

Rick and I had been good friends in Cal’s medical school 
days. Rick had been intrigued by my love for fashion. He had 
been an enthusiastic spectator at the student wives’ fashion 
shows | produced. I, in turn, had been impressed by the beautiful 
and sexy young women he would have in his company at those 
shows and at other student social events. I also had enjoyed the 
great sense of warmth and friendliness he always showed to me 
and Nicole. Rick had never had much of a friendship with Cal 
(he thought Cal was a bit stuffy). But he and I would spend lots 
of time at various student functions discussing our common 
interest in beautiful and exciting fashions. Rick was a heavy-set, 
cuddly bear-type, and always played Santa Clause at the Christ- 
mas parties. | remembered his getting along famously with Ni- 
cole every Christmas. She loved him. 

So, when I heard where he was working I didn’t hesitate to 
take Anton to see him. Rick was very sympathetic about my 
plight and offered me all of his help, as I had hoped he would. 
But he was also very excited to see me again and to have me look 
him up, of all people. Anton was running fevers of 103-104, 
steadily. He was a very sick boy. Rick, bless him, took over and 
actually saved Anton’s life. We found that Anton had an open- 
ing in his heart that had to be repaired and had a lot of other 
medical problems — all of which Rick took care of. He was so 
wonderful to me. During the long process of bringing Anton 
back to health I became very dedicated to Rick. 

One day, after Anton’s recovery, Rick asked me to come over 
to the yacht harbor some afternoon to see his cabin cruiser on 
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which he lived. My woman’s intuition and my gratitude to Rick 
suddenly collided. My divorce and the wound I had suffered from 
it were too fresh. I could only tell him that. But I promised I 
would think about it. And think about it I did — a lot. I also 
thought a lot about the virtues I had been taught to value, about 
the terrible sin of divorce and the sinfulness of lying, about my 
mother's divorce and about her and many other people lying to 
me about so many things. 

It seemed to me that I had to set my own values and follow 
my own course. I was alone with the awesome responsibilities of 
my children. And I wanted more than survival for them and 
myself. | wanted the best life I could get for all of us. They 
needed a father and security. It came to me one day that | 
needed Rick and he needed me, and I didn’t give a damn at that 
point what anyone else thought or said. 

One day it just all came together in my mind. I got a babysit- 
ter for the kids and drove down to where I knew his boat was 
located. Was he in for a surprise. And so was I! I found him on 
his boat playing cozy with two very attractive young women, 
about 20 years old, dressed in the skimpiest bikinis you could buy 
in those days. The ceiling above the king-size bed in the master 
stateroom was covered in mirrors. I had never seen anything like 
it. I never let on a minute about my shock. I simply stood in the 
doorway of the cabin and said: “OK ladies, fun’s over. Rick has 
another engagement. Please excuse us, now.” 

We had been dating for a few months when Rick threw me a 
curve that took me a while to handle. Although we had not had 
any sex with each other the subject had come up several times. 
Then Rick showed me one of his B&D fetish magazines. I was 
stunned at what I saw. I had never known anything like that 
existed. He had been fascinated by women in high-heeled boots 
and corsets and the other trappings of the B&D culture since 
adolescence. He had further whetted his appetite for that sort of 
visual stimulation during a hitch in the U.S. Navy as a musician. 
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Having traveled extensively in the navy, he had acquired a 
sizeable collection of B&D magazines and books from cities 
around the world. 

That revelation really threw me for a loop. I was jealous of his 
feelings for those things. It seemed to me that his interest in that 
type of scene distracted him from me and lessened what was 
available for me. But I was attracted to the costuming. I could 
get into that. But I stopped seeing him for a month while I sorted 
out my feelings. 

When we first began dating. Rick was very understanding 
(surprised and disappointed, but understanding) about my re- 
fusal to go to bed with him. There he was, a very eligible bache- 
lor doctor, 33 years old, with young and beautiful women eager 
to join him — in more ways than one — on his sex-pad of a 
yacht, and I, the woman he really wanted, would not compro- 
mise her sense of responsibility to her values and to her children 
for him or anyone. But as time passed and his desire only in- 
creased, understanding and grudging respect gave way to some 
heated exchanges between us about it. Finally, one day as we 
stood in the parking lot in back of my apartment building our 
“discussion” reached the point where, in total exasperation, Rick 
shouted, “Goddamnit, Jeanette, I guess that means we have to 
get married.” I screamed back, “I guess it does.” 

After a wonderful, big wedding in the same church in which I 
had previously married Cal, and a brief stint in a rental house, I 
convinced Rick to let me locate a house to buy. I wanted my 
own home. I may have been cheated out of my first one but, by 
golly, | was going to get another one as soon as | could. The 
grueling emergency-room duty schedule of three days and three 
night at a time had taken its toll on Rick soon after our marriage 
and he had left it to join several other doctors in private practice 
as an associate. 

I found a rambling, ranch-style house nestled in the hills very 
near Rick’s practice. With rustic wood paneling, pool, out-door 
barbeque and a large landscaped yard, it was gorgeous. Nicole 
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was in school and was taking ballet lessons. Anton had become 
the happiest, most rambunctious little hell-on-wheels one can 
imagine. Hyperactive is an understatement. That boy gave me 
wrinkled skin from fishing him out of our pool so many times. As 
an infant, he kicked the slats out of his crib; and later, when we 
put a gate across the doorway of his room he knocked the door 
frame out of the wall. He was a load to handle. 

Those years were a happy, busy, sexy, wild time at our house. 
I developed great empathy for whirling dervishes, for I often 
identified with them. Rick and I would be all involved in a 
fantasy sex scene early in the morning before beginning our 
work day. I would be dressed in corset, boots, sexy lingerie, wig, 
and so on, and Anton would wake up early and start banging his 
crib against the wall and crying for attention. My head would be 
into the fantasy and my body into the sexiness and there would 
be the banging, banging, banging. Off would come the wig and 
boots. Tear myself out of the mood. Throw on a house robe over 
my outfit and get my head into being a mother. Go take care of 
Anton. Calm him down. Talk to him. Ease him down to be 
quiet again. Rush back to Rick. Soothe his feelings of being 
second fiddle at this time. Off with the robe. On with the wig 
and boots. Jerk my psyche back into the fantasy. Recapture the 
sexy siren’s mood. Get the juices flowing. Oh, hell; the phone’s 
tinging. It’s the hospital. Rick goes to the phone. I hear him say, 
“T’ll be there in 15 minutes.” Off comes the wig, etc. 

Turn off the juices, Jeanette. Nicole’s up now. Rush through 
the day. Keep up with Anton, the human dynamo. Drive here 
and there, take care of this and that problem. Time for Nicole’s 
ballet lesson. Don’t forget to prepare for and go to the commu- 
nity civic meeting or the PTA meeting or the doctors’ wives 
meeting. And, oh yes, supper. Homework to supervise for Ni- 
cole. Then it’s bed for the kids, and Rick wants to play fantasy 
again and forget all of the gruesome tragedies he has had to deal 
with all day. He needs his escape into our private world of bizarre 
games. I reach into — I don’t know where — and try to find 
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within me that reservoir of energy that some lucky wives and 
mothers seem to have. And, once again, I become that “slave 
maiden” or “virgin about to be vanquished” or “innocent stu- 
dent” or “haughty bitch dominatrix” or whatever suits the need 
of the evening. One gets very adept at mastering one’s moods, at 
flipping in and out of life’s many roles, and at keeping reality and 
fantasy in their proper places. What wonderful training for my 
present avocation. 

In the midst of this topsy-turvy, wonderful life 1 became preg- 
nant. Rick and I were so happy. Having a child of Rick’s and 
mine would make an already ideal marriage perfect. Rick was 
sure it would be a fine son. He didn’t care what sex it was as long 
as it was male. A darling little girl — let’s call her Regina — was 
presented to a very disappointed father. I couldn’t believe he 
could actually be as hurt as he was. She was so lovely and so 
cuddly. And, as I knew would happen, time and Regina soon 
changed Rick’s mind. Regina’s charms quickly won over to her 
side the big bad bear, and before you knew it she became the 
apple of daddy’s eye. 

Rick became very unhappy with the way his associates ran 
the hospital clinic where he worked, and he tired of the violent 
trauma cases with which he had to deal in the neighborhood 
they served. The answer: Take the scary step of opening his own 
private practice. That meant rent out our house and find an- 
other one in the area in which he would practice. 

With Nicole having finished the second grade, it was the 
ideal time to make the move. I found a gorgeous, brand new 
house in a very fashionable neighborhood; three-level, marble 
floors, maid’s quarters. Really moving up in the world, we were. 
Rick’s widowed mother came to help with the children so I 
could help Rick in his office. The toll on Rick’s energy was 
enormous. The success or failure of the practice was all on his 
shoulders now. All emergency calls at all hours of the day and 
night were for him now. There were no partners to share the 
strain. And the strain and stress began to grow. 
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A very strange couple that Rick knew before we were married 
had called on us a few times during the past several years, and | 
could not understand what Rick saw in them or why he contin- 
ued any association with them. They were much older than we 
and I found them to be quite — well — uncouth. He had told 
me merely that they had been very nice to him one Christmas 
when he was a lonely med student. 

A note arrived from them at this time in our lives. They 
wanted to visit with us some evening. Dick saw an opportunity 
to take a break in the stresses he was under and said, no matter 
that I didn’t like them, he wanted to see them. I put my foot 
down and said, “Not until you tell me what this is all about.” 

That’s when I learned what swinging was about. Talk about 
naive. He told me the circumstances of how they became ac- 
quainted. He was at a point in med school where he was tired of 
trying the dating scene and not meeting anyone who interested 
him. He saw this couple’s ad in a swinger’s publication, answered 
it, and met them. I’m afraid I reacted very negatively to Rick’s 
honest revelation. The whole thing sounded sordid to me, and I 
felt betrayed because Rick had held it all back from me. I said I 
never wanted to see them again. I held out for quite awhile, but 
Rick eventually convinced me that he wasn’t interested in them 
in that way anymore and only wanted to continue his friendship 
with them because they were nice and friendly people. After a 
few weeks I finally relented. We had them over one evening to 
show them our new house and, to my relief, everything went 
smoothly. However, my first contact with swingers was destined 
to not be my last. 
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CHAPTER 5 


life. A great sadness came into our lives when it was 

learned that Rick’s mother developed bowel cancer. All 
of the mental anguish I had endured about not being loving 
enough and helpful enough to my mother when she was sick was 
still in my gut. It bothered me continually and ate away at me in 
ways that I could do nothing about. Here was my opportunity to 
pay my penance. I was determined to give Rick’s dying mother 
all of the care and love I had to give. 

At this time Regina was less than a year old, Anton was not 
yet in school, and Nicole was in third grade. Balancing the 
demands of a stressed and harried husband who was struggling to 
establish a practice and pay the bills, and of three young full-of- 
life children, and still keep up participation in the doctors’ wives 
group and be a scout leader in Nicole’s scout troop and take care 
of my mother-in-law’s needs was almost more than I could 
handle. The worst part was watching her slowly deteriorate day 
by day, going from 200 pounds to 125, and not being able to do 
anything to stop it. 

Three months before her death the swinging couple calls us 
again. They want us to go out to dinner. Rick thinks that will be 
great. I say OK. It is a lovely, relaxed dinner. Rick is easing off 
some of the pressure he lives under everyday. | notice he has a 
little too much to drink — more than a little too much. Then I 
see him running his hand up the other woman’s leg, and I 
become livid — just boiling. 

I say it’s time to leave. We bring them back to our house 


“i he next year was one of the most trying periods of my 
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because they and Rick want some more drinks. Rick fixes drinks. 
I let the babysitter go home and I go upstairs to check on the 
kids and downstairs to check on grandma. I want nothing more 
to do with this evening or these people. They're getting loud, 
and I want them to leave. I tell that to Rick, and what does he 
say? Rick says, “No, I want to swing.” 

I felt every bit of blood drain out of my face. I was 
dumbfounded, shocked, and angry — but couldn’t say a word. 
The other woman saw my reaction. I had to get out of this whole 
scene. I walked around the corner of the room and sat on the 
stairs holding my face in my hands. I thought this nightmare 
would be the ruin of everything I had — the marriage, the family 
I so desperately wanted, my whole life — everything. I was 
blowing it — again. The other husband was daring his wife to go 
on. Rick was calling for her. She was really under the gun. 
Instead, she walked around the corner to me and said: “Jeanette, 
I’m not going to get involved. I know how you feel. I’m sorry. I’m 
terribly sorry. We'll leave now.” 

I was so relieved that she was aware of my feelings and was 
sensitive to my distress. This woman that I had thought to be so 
crude and distasteful was showing a respect for my situation and 
my sensibilities that | had not thought possible. It was my first 
experience of the empathetic nature of another woman in these 
circumstances. 

Rick slept off his drunk downstairs that night. The next 
morning he was full of remorse and guilt. He profusely apolo- 
gized. But this incident had unleashed a volcano inside me. I felt 
jealousy like I had never felt before. Any emotional dependency 
on him I had developed had dissipated. My trust in him had 
been shattered. I decided that from then on I was going to take 
charge of our sexual relationship — that I could no longer trust 
it to him and his male instincts. 

I was determined to be the best sex partner Rick could ever 
possibly want. He wasn’t going to have to search around for 
anything else. But, more that that, I was also determined that no 
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man was going to be allowed to use me and abuse me. I was going 
to insure that by taking control and keeping it. | would never 
have dreamed at that time, even in my wildest imaginings, that 
the resolution I had come to would lead me to Mistress Anto- 
inette, but a crucial part of her came into being from that event. 

Soon after our marriage, I had started to learn more about the 
specific type of look, in terms of women’s appearances, that 
turned Rick on. He was fascinated by a woman dressing dramati- 
cally. His libido was whetted by the image of a woman whose 
manner of dress stated — actually shouted — her interest in and 
comfort with her sexuality. He wanted her manner and style of 
dressing to reveal, not camouflage, her shapely feminine charms 
— and they had better be shapely. 

I quickly learned that his favorite fabrics for women’s cloth- 
ing were those which cling to curves and those which insinuate 
sexuality. Leather was a favorite, if used properly. A boldly-cut 
cleavage, a mid-thigh skirt, ass-hugging slacks —those were 
what his erotic images were made of. But his favorite vision of 
the truly erotic woman was always a woman in high-heeled 
boots and a very tight corset. Of course, makeup and hairstyle 
and accessories all had to complement the image that here is a 
woman who is oozing sexual power that is almost ready to ex- 
plode. 

All of that was fine with me. I loved the costuming part of it, 
and the sexual part of it filled a great need in me that had been a 
void in my marriage to Cal. So, gradually throughout our mar- 
tiage, and with Rick’s eager encouragement, I had been accumu- 
lating what could be called a special erotic wardrobe. It was kept 
in the back of my closet and was worn only in the privacy of our 
bedroom. It was strictly for setting an erotic mood between the 
two of us. It was a wonderful, playful way to lead us into some 
torrid lovemaking. It was a great thrill, and a hell-of-a turn on to 
me, to get him so worked up and excited that he couldn’t con- 
tain his animal passion for me. 

Slowly we had added some even more exotic play articles to 
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our little cache of erotic goodies, and we had added to our games 
— all the while not knowing where we were going with any of it. 
All we thought about it was, it was fun and fulfilling. One time I 
would be temptress and he would have to implore me to allow 
him access to my delicious feminine favors. Other times I would 
be the innocent or helpless servant, or some kind of slave, and 
he would command me to satisfy his libidinous wishes. For the 
first couple of years of our marriage I was usually the submissive, 
but that was fine with me. 

I thought I had our sex life all figured out and comfortably 
settled down before the incident with the swinging couple 
slapped me in my complacency. 

After that, with a determination that surprised even me, I set 
about to monopolize and completely dominate Rick’s sexual at- 
tention. He had been after me for some time to wear sexier and 
sexier outfits in public. I had slowly given in to those requests in 
little ways. I had been, frankly, too shy about my ability to deal 
with the responses of people. Rick had at one time pushed me 
about that to the point of our having a verbal blow-up that 
lasted for days. 

But as time had gone on and my comfort level with our 
costuming interests had grown I began to try my wings, so to 
speak, a little more by wearing a little sexier skirt with a little 
more revealing blouse — things like that. To my surprise I found 
that not only could I handle the responses I got in public, I kind 
of enjoyed them. 

With my new determination about being in control of things, 
I felt better than ever about the sophisticated, physically attrac- 
tive woman I projected in my daily life. ’ 

We had kept the boat Rick had before we were married. 
Some of the most wonderful times of our lives at that point were 
enjoyed on that boat. On a weekend, I would take a small 
suitcase full of a selection of my sexiest fetish outfits to the boat 
with us. The kids would be home with their grandma (before her 
death) or a babysitter. As we headed out of the harbor I would 
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disappear into the cabin and emerge when we were farther out to 
sea in something devastatingly provocative to Rick. 

There we would be, bobbing along offshore and I would sud- 
denly appear dressed in, perhaps, a pair of high-heeled, mid- 
thigh boots, a red and black corset which nipped my thin waist 
even thinner and presented my abundant bare breasts in an 
outrageously wanton way, black lace gloves up to my elbows, a 
pair of the skimpiest black bikini panties, and a riding crop. I 
would tell Rick in very stern tones that I was taking command of 
this ship and its crew and that he was thenceforth my sex slave 
and would do as I demanded. 

After kissing the toes of my boots according to my order and 
fulfilling other demands, I would “allow” him to please and serve 
my body in other ways that he would be only too eager to do. Or 
I might become a captured lady of culture who was reduced to 
wearing only her risque’ undergarments, while Rick was the 
lecherous pirate captain who demanded her sexual services in 
the most debauched manner. 

Our games and lovemaking would at times go on for hour 
after lovely hour. We were transported to our own special world. 
Floating along in our secret love games, the two of us all alone in 
such a vast openness, seemed like living in a dream. The cares of 
life — the medical practice, the children, the sick mother — all 
would be forgotten. Then, when it was time to return to reality I 
would transform back into my regular boating clothes and we 
would return to the dock and to our obligations. 

As Rick’s practice grew it began to take more and more of his 
energy. It seemed to slowly creep up on us. I did know after 
awhile that even our trips to the boat on weekends were decreas- 
ing. The demands of his patients on his time were becoming so 
great it seemed that when we were able to get to the harbor we 
would have to spend the day taking care of the boat — fixing 
this and that, sanding and painting, and so on. And then Rick’s 
mother died. 

That brought on, for both of us, a lot of unresolved grief from 
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the past. I had to deal with renewed remorse about the events 
surrounding my own mother’s death. And Rick had to deal with 
his long-standing feelings of alienation from his mother that 
went back to years before I knew Rick. Her coming to live with 
us before her sickness and death had not resolved them. Life had 
come on too hard all of a sudden. Our intimate time together 
was suffering — not through anyone’s fault — it was just getting 
away from me. After all, I was supposed to control it — at least 
in my mind | was. 

One day I decided I would plan something extra special as a 
surprise for Rick. I prepared an especially lovely evening meal, 
fixed my makeup to look its best, put on a very attractive, slinky 
new dress, heels and black-seamed stockings, and had my hair 
freshly done. I took a last look in the mirror as he drove up. I 
looked super — really terrific. When I met him at the door he 
said, “Is supper ready?” 1 thought: “Well how do you like that. I 
look positively ravishing and he doesn’t even notice me. I’ll take 
care of that.” 

After dinner, as | went to put the children to bed, I told him | 
wanted some time with him later. He knew what I meant but 
said, “I’m awfully tired tonight.” Now, that was really something. 
He had never turned down sex with me before. I thought, “I’ll 
fix you.” After tucking in the kids I went to our bedroom and 
took off the dress and shoes. I put on a pair of above-the-knee 
black leather boots to complement the seamed stockings and 
black leather garter belt. Those boots never failed to turn him 
on. Next, I donned a black leather cut-out bra, which gave my 
jutting breasts and nipples their most provocative posture. From 
the closet I selected a black crop. Tonight I would be the domi- 
nant and take all the pressure off of him. 

I entered the living room where he was sitting reading a 
newspaper. I took a firm stance, slapped the crop into my other 
hand with a loud whack, and said, “Come here, slave, and kiss 
my boot.” At that moment I was the epitome of his turn on. I 
had become the woman of all of his longings and desires, as I had 
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so many times before. He looked up at me and said, “I’m too 
tired tonight.” I couldn’t believe he said that. Our whole scheme 
of playing fantasy was that when one was dominant, the other 
was submissive. It was our agreement. That’s the way it always 
was. You just didn’t let someone make a fool of herself like that. 
It didn’t make sense to make the dominant look silly. It hurt. It 
hurt badly. I was furious at what he did to me. 

When a woman gets betrayed and humiliated the way I was 
she is probably going to lose her cool, which is what I did. Angry 
words flew back and forth as my temper rose even further. That’s 
when | yelled: “I’m through with all of this. I’ve had it.” I 
stripped off a boot and threw it across the room. He sat there as 
calm as if he were in his office talking to a patient, and in his 
most authoritative, professional voice said: “Look at you. You're 
frustrated and all upset. Look at the energy you have. You’re full 
of energy and ready to go, and I’m too tired. Besides, I don’t even 
like this business of being submissive. But you like to be domi- 
nant. You really do. And you like the costuming. All I really 
want to do is kick back and watch. I love to watch you. You 
know — be a voyeur. Jeanette, what you need is another slave. 
That would take care of everything. See?” 

I stopped dead in my tracks, like someone had hit me be- 
tween the eyes. I couldn’t believe he said that. He was suggesting 
that I play our sex games with someone else. That went against 
everything I believed in: my morals, my religious teachings, my 
upbringing — everything. I stammered incredulously: “That’s 
adultery! What about the Ten Commandments?” He cooly said: 
“It wouldn’t be adultery. I’d be here.” 

With that I jerked off the other boot and threw it at him this 
time. He ducked and replied: “See your reaction. You’re reacting 
like that because deep down inside you, you like the idea. You 
know you do, and that bothers you.” I couldn’t listen to any 
more of that kind of talk. I stormed out of the room crying my 
eyes out. My marriage was being shattered before my very eyes. 
My home, my nest, my nice comfortable family — all of it was 
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about to come crashing down and I knew it. He was tired of me 
and didn’t want me anymore. I sobbed and sobbed. 

Later, as he snored soundly in bed I lay there wide awake 
twisting and turning. Finally I got up and paced about the house. 
I would sit for a minute in one chair and get up and go sit in 
another one. | stared out the patio doors at the blackness of the 
night. It seemed as dark as my spirits. And I mulled over and 
over in my head what Rick had said. Every time an inkling snuck 
through to my consciousness that having a slave at my command 
would be exciting, I would quickly quash it. “Could I do it?” I 
would wonder. “No,” I would immediately answer. 

I went through in my head all the reasons why I simply could 
not do that. I thought of what my mother and grandmother 
would have said had they known I did something like that. I 
thought of all the practical problems — who, how, when. What 
would the children think if they knew? Then the excitement of 
contemplating what it would be like would again creep into my 
mind. I would again instantly smash it. 

This mental wrestling went on until dawn, when I finally fell 
asleep exhausted. I decided before I fell asleep that I was the 
problem. I concluded that I was obviously morally defective or 
else I wouldn’t have gotten myself into this kind of crisis, and I 
determined to so something about myself to make me a “better” 
person. 

The first thing I did was start going to church — and taking 
my children with me. I had been raised by my mother to be 
religious. One time in my childhood when I thought I had been 
real bad because so many bad things were happening to me | 
actually stopped at a Catholic church and asked a sister if I could 
become a nun. So, I took the children to church pretty regularly 
for about a year. Rick had been raised a Catholic but had gotten 
his fill of religion at an early age, so he wasn’t interested in 
having anything more to do with it, and didn’t. 

Then I got to thinking that one of my problems was the way I 
looked. I had the flaming-red hair that has since become one of 


68 


| 


my trademarks. I always swept it up in dramatic fashion and let 
its brilliant curls cascade around my shoulders and down my 
back. My makeup boldly dramatized my lips and eyes and high 
cheek bones. And my clothes were picked to enhance my curva- 
ceousness and accentuate my increasingly dominant sensuous- 
ness. I had not yet become Mistress Antoinette either in spirit or 
dress, but my usual appearance at that time had definitely be- 
come enough out of the ordinary to evoke more attention than 
would your usual beautiful woman. 

I had heard of a very exclusive (and expensive) salon in 
Beverly Hills that would completely re-do a woman’s look if 
that’s what she wanted. One day I called and made an appoint- 
ment. They were so busy that the closest one was a month away. 
I didn’t tell a soul what I was up to. I told the salon director what 
effect I wanted — to be the well-dressed and well-coiffed sophis- 
ticated wife of a successful doctor. 

They tinted my hair a light brown and selected a whole new 
makeup scheme to match. My super-long nails were shortened to 
a “respectable” length and suitably color coordinated with the 
new color scheme I was to project. Then they brought out the 
new outfit they had chosen for me — a beige, two-piece conser- 
vatively-cut suit, with skirt length at mid-calf. The nice toast- 
colored blouse had a little ruffle at the top of the neck. Light- 
toned panty hose coordinated with medium-heeled tan pumps. 

It took most of a day, but I was a new woman. When I picked 
up my car I asked the garage attendant, “Well, what do you 
think?” He looked at me like he had never seen me before. Then 
a look of recognition crossed his face and he replied: “Oh, you’re 
the redhead that came in this morning. What happened?” My 
smile of anticipation disappeared and I drove away muttering to 
myself that he was just a parking attendant and what do they 
know anyway. 

I knew that Rick and the children would be home when I 
returned and I was eager to make my grand entrance and surprise 
them with the new me. I flung the front door open and loudly 
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proclaimed: “Hello, everyone. It’s me. Ta-da.” Rick looked up, 
dropped his paper, and said: “What the hell happened to you? 
You look like the worst goddamned ugly duckling I’ve ever 
seen.” I said, “I decided I needed to look like what I am, an 
upper-class doctor’s wife.” His face turned red with sudden rage. 
He stood up and bellowed at me across the room: “Goddamnit, if 
I wanted that kind of a wife I would have married one. You look 
terrible.” And he stormed into the bedroom and slammed the 
door. 

As I stood there completely shaken by Rick’s reaction the 
children said, “Oh, mommy, you look so pretty.” — and casually 
left the room to go about other interests. I just stood there alone 
and silent for a long time. “What have I done,” I wondered. 
Rick’s reaction made a chill go through me. | held my head in 
both hands, eyes closed, trembling slightly. And the haunted 
words came again and again: “What have I done? What have I 
done?” 

Finally, I walked over to a full-length mirror. I simply did not 
recognize the image — and I stared and I stared, my confused 
mind turning over and over as a kaleidoscope of jumbled memo- 
ries and feelings fought their way through my mind. As I stared, I 
thought to myself, “Woman, woman in the mirror, who art 
thou?” 

That phase passed as quickly as it had come. | had tried to 
become who I wasn’t. What I really was was the woman I had 
become with Rick, not the one I had tried to become in the 
Beverly Hills salon. Once again I had tried to break out of the 
persona Rick and I had nurtured me into. It was like I had to 
give one mighty try to test this identity that was evolving. With 
each failure to shake it off it inexorably became more a part of 
me. 

As our life settled down once again I became aware that we 
were spending most of our time on weekends at the boat. That 
also involved the long drives to and from Long Beach Harbor 
each time. Here we were with this beautiful new house and we 
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were never there together to enjoy it. I knew there were some 
very attractive houses in the harbor area around that part of 
town, so I asked and got Rick’s reluctant OK for me to look 
around for a suitable house in one of the harbor communities. 

After weeks of negotiating I arranged to exchange the equity 
in our two houses (the first one we had bought, which we were 
renting out, and the one we were living in) for the equity in a 
simply magnificent waterfront home in Huntington Harbor. It 
had large window walls facing its own private dock. The views of 
the harbor were simply stunning. Rick could berth his boat in his 
own back yard. When he walked in and saw that, he was sold. 
The children were delighted. We could enjoy our boat and our 
home all together. And the location cut the driving time to 
Rick’s practice by a half hour. 

For some time previous to this I had taken over the control 
and management of our family finances. Rick had been much 
too busy with his medical practice to also run that end of it. So I 
handled all of the arrangements of purchasing the new home, 
and in we moved. 

Huntington Harbor was a very wealthy, high-class neighbor- 
hood, and it was a very sociable and tight-knit little community. 
Both Rick and I wondered a lot about how we were going to be 
accepted. The children quickly found friends and settled in 
nicely. Rick, being the warm and friendly family doctor-type, 
soon became a very well respected member of the community. 
Flamboyant Jeanette, with her boots and flaming hair and sexy 
clothes, had a more difficult time getting the other women to 
accept her — as you might have guessed. I definitely set off bells 
and whistles in some of their defense alarm systems. 

Nevertheless, one by one the other women came to realize 
that I was not the slightest bit interested in anyone’s husband. 
All I wanted was to raise my children properly, be a good wife 
and have a contented husband, live a happy and prosperous life, 
and improve myself in the process. 

Little did 1 know at first that we had plunked ourselves down 
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in a real-life Peyton Place. The amount of parties and socializing 
among the residents was amazing. With that came a lot of drink- 
ing. And with it all came a hell-of-a lot of hanky panky. At 
times it was impossible to keep track of who was doing whom. 
After I began to understand what was going on in that commu- 
nity I could understand the consternation the wives had felt 
when this brazen, red-headed bombshell with the flamboyant 
clothes and the knockout figure dropped into their midst. 

I never gave a thought to any of that as I merrily went about 
making friends and enjoying my new home. Many of the wives 
in the community were active in the local woman’s society, a 
group of wealthy socialites dedicated to helping charitable 
causes. I was determined to become one of the girls, so to speak, 
so I joined the society right away. Meanwhile, the parties and 
good times flowed on. 

From the outside, such a community looks to be calm and 
cozy, a very desirable place to live. But on the inside there is a 
lot of stress and tension. By and large, the people who live there 
are able to do so because they are generating the finances neces- 
sary to afford the considerable costs. As the saying goes, they 
work hard and play hard. All of that, the work and the play 
creates stress. Marriages were falling apart and lives were fractur- 
ing, constantly. It frightened me, and justly so — it was all too 
teal and too close to home. 
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CHAPTER 6 


were not immune to the stresses in our lives, either. With- 

out realizing it we entered a period of arguing and fighting. 
Some of our battles lasted for days. Don’t ask me now exactly 
what they were about. Some were about his desire to expand our 
sexuality. But other fights would develop over some very trivial 
things. 

Rick developed a tactic that he would use when a battle had 
reached the intolerable point, when we were saying things we 
would later regret we had said. He would leave and go to stay at 
his office. I, being so insecure and wanting so desperately to hold 
my marriage and family together, would jump into my car and 
follow him to his office. I would be in tears and ask him to come 
home. He would relent and return. I had given in by my follow- 
ing him, and he had exerted his dominance by making me resort 
to doing it. I had to do something to counter his advantage, so as 
a defense I developed a razor-sharp tongue. I could be verbally 
vicious. I mean I could cut him to ribbons when I wanted to. 
Over time I had learned just where to slice. It was not pretty. 

However, our life was not all taken up with partying, working 
and battling each other. Some of my toughest battles during this 
time were with others. When I found out that Rick had accumu- 
lated a large amount of unpaid fees from his patients I set about 
to collect them. I discovered that if they refused to pay after I 
contacted them I could take them to small claims court. Day 
after day I would march into court dressed in my white uniform, 
white stockings, and knee-high white boots, with my mass:of red 


L ike the other denizens of Huntington Harbor Rick and I 
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hair tumbling down around my shoulders, and my bold makeup 
— just as I looked when I helped out at the office. I never gave it 
a thought. I was completely comfortable with it, but I sure set 
that courthouse buzzing. 

I became so successful that some of Rick’s medical friends 
wanted me to handle their unpaid bills too, but that was out of 
the question. I wasn’t in that business and didn’t want to be. 

As the income of Rick’s practice increased, it became appar- 
ent that we needed some accounting help. The “good ole south- 
ern country boy” accountant we found said he could handle that 
for us “just fine.” Boy, did he! That “good ole boy” took us for a 
tide we have never forgotten. I won’t go into all the details, but 
one of his other clients eventually put him behind bars. We 
would have liked to have prosecuted too but we had all we could 
handle trying to make something of the mess he had gotten us 
into. 

Our good ole country boy had convinced us that the income 
from Rick’s practice was so high we were paying way too much 
in income taxes. What we needed, he said, was some rental real 
estate and he knew just the right deal — a 40-apartment build- 
ing in Watts. Part of the investment and the risk would be 
shared by another partner. Before we knew it the partner had 
quitclaimed his interest to us and we were left with the responsi- 
bility of the whole building. Our good ole boy said never mind, 
he would manage it for us. Only later did we find out we were 
getting only half of the rents that were paid. 

But the big shock came with the infamous Watts riots. That 
predominantly black area of Los Angeles was almost burned 
down by its inhabitants. Whole city blocks lay in ruin. Stores 
were looted. People were injured and killed. The blacks were 
making a statement to the nation about their treatment as 
underdogs in a white society. Rick and I had personally never 
had any prejudice along racial lines and we had long sympa- 
thized with the needs of the black community. Unfortunately, 
our tenants, all black, decided to do their part by trashing our 
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apartments and going on a renters’ strike — meaning they 
stopped paying rent. 

I tried for months to deal with them. Finally, the only re- 
course was to take all 30 families to court. We couldn’t meet the 
mortgage payments so we sure couldn’t hire a costly attorney. I 
had to do it. It turned nastier and nastier. Threats to the safety of 
our family were received. One time the children and | had to 
leave our home for 24 hours because ‘of a particularly dangerous 
threat. Counterclaims of hundreds of thousands of dollars were 
made against us. 

The court decided to consolidate all of the cases and hear 
them at one time. I read law books, consulted Neil, my step- 
father, to gain what I could from his legal knowledge, and gath- 
ered together all my bills, receipts, and other paper work. On 
court day | appeared with a bodyguard as I had been advised to 
do. When I entered the courtroom I was shaking in my boots. 
And when I looked around and every face there, including the 
judge’s was black, I almost went into shock. But I found a 
strength that was in me when I called on it. I had principle on 
my side. I knew I was right and they were wrong. With that new 
resolve I squared my shoulders and marched in. I countered all 
their lies and counterclaims and ugly hatefulness and won every 
case. 

We won the battle but lost the war. We couldn’t even begin 
to collect on the judgments. People would just disappear or they 
had nothing of value that you could reach. In due time we lost 
the apartment house and the whole investment. But, I had not 
lost everything, for | had found new strengths I had not known I 
had. New confidence came to me. I had been taken once, but I 
had learned. From now on I would be more aware about my 
business. 

Throughout this mess sex was put on the back burner. All of 
my energies and Rick’s were mobilized to cope with the demands 
of the medical practice and the extreme threats to our lives and 
property. However, once things settled down Rick and I resumed 
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our familiar love playing. I would be the submissive and then he 
would be the submissive. But society had been changing all 
around us. It had gone through the 1960s and was well into the 
1970s. There had been a sexual revolution, but we had not been 
a part of it, and Rick was restless. 

Once again he began to bring up the subject of including 
someone else in our play. That always lead to a bitter fight 
between us. I would not budge an inch. It was not even think- 
able to me. It went against everything I had been taught all my 
life about what sex was for and with whom you should share it. 
Once again this whole horrible mess of a wacky idea that Rick 
had was, as I saw it, tearing apart the fabric of our marriage. 

Then came a particularly devastating fight over it, culminat- 
ing in Rick once more stomping out of the house to stay at his 
office. This time I did not follow him. Instead, after awhile | 
called him. Five times I called him before he answered. Our 
conversations got nowhere. Several days went by. We talked by 
phone but nothing changed. But there was a big hole in my life 
without him; I was absolutely miserable. My resolve was weaken- 
ing. 

Finally, in one conversation he exploded: “Goddamnit, Jean- 
ette, you could at least agree to meet some people. You don’t 
have to do anything else if you don’t want to, but you could meet 
them. Goddamnit, I said I want to meet other people, and god- 
damnit, you’re going to do it this time.” I said, “Goddamnit, I’m 
not — but I’ll think about it.” 

He came home and we talked more calmly about it. 1 eventu- 
ally agreed to let him answer an ad in one of the alternative 
lifestyle newspapers and soon he had made a date for a couple to 
come over for drinks one evening. I knew they were going to be 
teal weirdos and told Rick so. 

What showed up at our door was a couple who, I was totally 
surprised to see, looked just like us. The man not only looked 
very much like Rick, he had the same type of personality and 
interests. His wife was every bit as vivacious as I was. She had a 
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stunning face and figure and wore the same type of shoes and 
clothes I did. I was amazed to find out that she was a school- 
teacher. She and I talked about children and our many common 
interests, including clothes. Our tastes in clothes were so identi- 
cal it was unreal. I was really astounded at what a nice compat- 
ible couple they were. How wonderful it was to meet another 
attractive woman whose interests in gex fantasies and costuming 
and type of preferred dressing in public were so similar to mine. 

And they were so open and easy to talk to. There were no 
games you had to play, like knowing them for months or years 
before you could find out or discuss what they think. It was 
comfortable and refreshing to be with them. Was I surprised. 

Rick and I were enthused to meet others after that experi- 
ence. Of course, it drew our relationship back together again and 
the arguing and fighting stopped. Once again I had opened the 
door a little more and had grown a little more as a result. 

After several weeks had gone by and Rick had not gotten 
another reply to the other ads he had answered, he hit me with a 
new bombshell. Why don’t we try a swingers’ club? I angrily 
reminded him that we were not swingers. His argument was that 
we weren’t having any luck in finding more people with our 
interests in B&D and clothing fetishes by answering ads, but 
since B&D involves being sexy why not check out at least one 
swingers’ club and see if we can find some people there with our 
interests. He had found an ad for a club where there was no 
pressure to do anything but socialize. 

I argued and refused and huffed and puffed until I finally said 
all right, we could go and look around. But I was not going to-be 
a part of anything else. I was not into what those people were 
into. 

Glued to Rick’s side and hanging onto his hand like a child 
going scared to death to the first day of school, I made it through 
an orientation evening at the swing club. The place and people 
were pleasant enough, but I still felt like a fish out of water. 
Then came the real test. Saturday night was a party night and 
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Rick insisted we go and see what the parties were like and see 
who we might meet. I was a nervous wreck all day. It took me six 
hours to decide on what to wear. “These people are into taking 
off their clothes and having sex and I’m into B&D and wearing 
costumes,” I fussed. I settled on some tight leather pants, knee 
boots, a satin long-sleeved blouse, and a leather vest. 1 would be 
impregnable, I would. 

We shouldn’t have had to knock on the club door, my knees 
were knocking so loud. We made it through the social room and 
the buffet without incident and wandered down the hall. I was 
squeezing all the blood out of Rick’s hand. My body pressed 
tightly against his. | wanted to crawl inside him and hide. We 
looked into the open door of a large bedroom and came face to 
face with a room full of naked people. I stood transfixed. Never 
had I ever imagined such a sight. There were naked bodies 
standing and lying everywhere. | couldn’t believe my eyes. Rick 
saw the horrified look on my face. I had to get away from that 
room. I just knew that an orgy was about to take place there and 
I had to get away before it started. 

Rick and I found refuge in another room that was empty. It 
had a window on the front of the building and one on the end of 
the building. Glancing out the front window we saw a uniformed 
policeman knocking on the front door. I mean to tell you, we 
really panicked. Handcuffs and bars and pictures in the paper 
and all that kind of stuff flashed through our overloaded brains. 
There goes the reputation. There goes the medical practice. 
There goes the life we’ve struggled so hard to build. What to do? 
Ah. Raise the other window. Get something to stand on. That 
chair there, that’ll do. Move it over here. Up now. Raise that leg 
a little higher. That’s it. Squeeze through. Huff, puff. God, it’s 
dark out there. How far is it down? Not too far. Oh, only one 
broken leg instead of two, huh? Go ahead, slide your ass off the 
edge. Ouch! You OK? Hell no I’m not OK. Hurry, goddamnit. 
Whew! Alright, now sneak out this way and go to our car down 
the block. We made it! 
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Later in the week the club director called to ask why we left. 
Rick explained his professional concerns. The director chuckled 
and explained that the police knew all about the club and had 
no quarrel with its operation, and that the policeman only 
wanted someone to move a car that was blocking a neighbor’s 
driveway. I don’t think anyone ever figured out how we got out 
of there. And we weren’t about to #0 back and explain. We had 
both found out that was not our scene. 

Rick and I grew closer after that. We enjoyed the boat more 
and our sex fantasies more for quite some time. But we also were 
meeting other couples on occasion. And before I realized it we 
were getting sexier and sexier with them. As we got comfortable 
with a couple and had seen them several times we would go a 
little further and a little further. But I was still leery about what 
it might lead to, what the consequences might be. 

One night when one of the women showed up to play with 
Rick without her husband, that was all I could take. I felt a 
torrent of jealousy churning inside of me. I absolutely could not 
deal with the horrible feelings I experienced. Something was 
terribly wrong about me or Rick or both of us, I just knew it. 
And I had to do something about it. 

Without telling anyone else, I went to see a psychologist who 
had been recommended to me. After about four sessions I got to 
the part about the swinging. That tall, distinguished, profes- 
sional man stood in front of me, glared down and said, “Your 
husband is a pervert.” Well, I couldn’t accept that — I wouldn’t 
accept it. I knew Rick like no one else in the world did. And I 
knew him to be a loving, sensitive and caring father, husband 
and physician who would do everything he could to help some- 
one. He was not an evil person. I was not going to buy the 
perceptions of Rick that this person who didn’t understand 
Rick’s motives and needs was trying to sell to me. Of course, 
what I was doing by rejecting this man’s opinion was breaking 
down one more barrier that had existed between Rick and my- 
self. I was identifying with and defending Rick’s needs and inter- 
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ests. More than ever, I was making them part of mine. I decided, 
to hell with that psychologist, I was going to work things out 
with Rick as best I could. 

Little did I know what that was going to mean next. Leave it 
up to Rick and he’ll come up with something, and he surely did. 
He figured that since we did not care to get involved with 
swingers that we might find some B&D people at a nudist camp. 
That idea threw me for another loop. Once again I went through 
the gnashing of teeth and the arguing and fuming bit. Then he 
pushed the button that he had found always worked with me. He 
accused me of being rigid and not being open to growth. He 
painted going to a nudist camp as a growth experience. That did 
it. 

In a short time we tried not one but three different camps. At 
first | was appalled at having to take all of my clothes off and 
socialize with hordes of other nude people. But after seeing how 
comfortable all of those people of all ages and sizes and back- 
grounds were as they lounged, played, picnicked and socialized 
throughout the campground, I found it strangely stimulating and 
exciting. It was Rick who this time felt uncomfortable in the 
situation. His weight caused him considerable apprehension. 
And every time we mentioned B&D to anyone they acted 
strange and weren’t at all interested. It was an easy decision that 
nudism wasn’t for us. But I had added one more piece of knowl- 
edge about myself and others and had taken another step toward 
my own personal freedom. 

The next mountain in my life was dead ahead. A routine Pap 
smear indicated one of women’s greatest fears — cervical cancer. 
God, what a shock. I was devastated. All of the horrors I had 
experienced during the year I nursed my mother-in-law who 
died of cancer came back to haunt me. First there was my 
mother’s senseless death, then Cal’s desertion, and then my 
mother-in-law’s death, and now this. Surely God had abandoned 
me. | had tried every way I could to live a good life and follow 
the Ten Commandments, and after all that God was telling me I 
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was worthless. At the least I would lose my uterus — at the 
worst, my life. 

The operation was successful, but an allergic reaction to the 
anesthetic almost killed me. But something happened as I was 
battling to survive that was to change my life. I had a dream. I 
was crawling across a very rocky, gravelly landscape toward a 
mountain which was looming ir front of me. My knees were 
getting more and more cut and bleeding. I was reaching for a 
face at the top of the mountain. As I crawled closer the face 
began to look like Santa Claus, and suddenly a hand reached 
toward me. I crawled on and on — my knees bleeding and more 
damaged. As soon as I touched that hand the face became Rick’s 
face and the whole mountain turned into yellow roses with 
green heather running through it. It was just gorgeous and 
smelled so beautiful. 

I came out of the anesthesia and sat straight up in bed, with 
the tubes and hoses running out of me in all directions, and Rick 
was right there. 

I grabbed Rick and held him to me and said: “Oh my god, 
Rick, I love you, I love you. Why have we wasted all of our life 
fighting and bickering?” 

T really felt that I had found God on that mountain and had 
been given a choice to live or die. | had shown my conviction to 
live. I felt that all of the contradictions I had struggled with and 
all of the hard times and difficulties I had been through were 
leading me to the higher plane I envisioned in that dream. I had 
chosen to live and embellish and build on the growth I had 
experienced. I had been given a breath of wisdom and a glimpse 
of a higher consciousness level. I quickly recovered. That experi- 
ence was a very big turning point for me. 

After we finished dealing with my health I rurned my atten- 
tion to Rick’s. I was very concerned about his health due to his 
weight. We had a lot of living to do together and I didn’t want to 
lose him on account of a problem like that that I knew could be 
corrected. In putting Cal through medical school I had worked 
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for a while in a weight clinic and had learned that there are ways 
to lose weight that work. In fact, that was when I learned to 
control my own weight. 

With very careful steps I wheedled and cajoled Rick into a 
plan to get his weight down and under control. It took months 
to get going. The new accountant we had found had a client 
who wanted to sell some weight-control clinics. The accountant 
suggested to me that Rick and I buy them. He recommended 
that if we were interested we should first start a clinic of our own 
to learn the business. I saw it as a golden opportunity to help 
Rick to diet and reduce his weight. 

First I got Rick to agree to help me set up our own clinic. He 
worked out the actual program based on the best available medi- 
cal knowledge. I hit on the advertising scheme that the doctor 
would be losing weight along with the patients. In a year and a 
half Rick lost 100 pounds. His patients were so pleased with 
their own progress that the word spread across town. We had so 
much business Rick decided to give up the stresses of his general 
practice, and we bought the four clinics that were for sale. 

It was a time of great business and professional change for us. 
I tried very hard to keep the rest of our lives, including the sex 
part, on an even keel. 

Rick and I grew a lot regarding our B&D interests during this 
time. I still had not gotten to the point of actually including any 
other person in our B&D activities. But we were developing a 
growing network of B&D friends throughout the country by 
correspondence and phone conversations. We were learning 
more and more about B&D from all of these people we were 
talking to and from reading books about it. 

Along the way someone turned us on to the magazine Ato- 
mage. It was an English B&D publication that was done in a very 
stylish manner and was the very epitome of British sophistica- 
tion on the subject. The photos in it were gorgeous such beauti- 
ful dominant women and sexy submissive men, all dressed in 
leather and latex. And the stories in it were so well written and 
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sensitive. I began to better understand the need some men have 
for women to be dominant and for the men themselves to be 
submissive. 

Rick and I read other books that also taught us a lot about 
B&D — about what dominant women do and what the submis- 
sive does. Our new correspondence and phone friends were 
sending us photos of themselves dressed in their costumes. The 
woman, dressed so powerfully in black leather, would be stand- 
ing with one high-heeled booted foot sternly planted on the 
back of her kneeling husband-slave. There would be a picture of 
a husband being spanked by his mistress-wife. An erotically at- 
tired dominant woman would be poised, with black riding crop 
in hand, to administer “punishment” to her submissive husband 
who was firmly bound to an X-frame. A man would be shackled 
and handcuffed and his head encased in a black leather hood 
which had only air holes through which to breath. The variety 
of scenes seemed endless. 

Eventually, we acquired a file box for the steadily increasing 
number of pictures and addresses and phone numbers. When- 
ever I would question Rick about why someone did a certain 
thing Rick would always say, “Ask him.” And I would. I found it 
all fascinating. I was really getting intrigued by everything | 
learned. It all made sense to me. I guess it had taken all of the 
trials and dead ends, all of the anguish and joy I had been 
through to bring me to the place where I could understand and 
appreciate where all of these needs these people were expressing 
were coming from. I could now understand the need of the 
harried businessman to shuck his cares and turn over responsibil- 
ity to a mistress for a while, and for a man whose earliest erotic 
experience was associated with being spanked or humiliated to 
yearn for that experience again, and I could understand the 
peacefulness and mind centering of sensory deprivation. 

I learned about the earthy, animalistic appeal of leather to 
some people, and why some men have such a strong instinct to 
see and touch and smell a dominant woman clad in that protec- 


85 


tive material. And I learned to understand the allure of restraint 
and of tight bondage, and what the differences were. I could now 
appreciate the love of the feel and look of leather and latex 
garments and what they can do to the senses of a receptive 
person. There were all kinds of fantasies to be explored. 

We found that these B&D people were not filthy, unattrac- 
tive, weirdos as I had feared so often. They were intelligent, 
successful, kind and honest people who wished to give expres- 
sion to their harmless fantasies. Yes, we learned about safety 
practices. The care and consideration that the players express 
toward each other, we found, is exemplified in the great precau- 
tions they take to make all of their B&D activities safe. What a 
release it can be to a submissively inclined person to place him- 
self or herself in the capable hands of a knowledgeable and 
caring dominant who plays safely. All the cares of the world just 
fade away. 

The strange thing about this period of my life was that regard- 
less of my growing experiences and understanding of B&D, 
whenever it came down to actually meeting new people I was 
still facing it with fear and trembling — every time. I just knew, 
each time, that these new people were going to be dirty, terrible 
people. And each time I would be so relieved and happy to find 
that they were wonderful and friendly people who had all of the 
same interests Rick and I had. We would meet them in a cock- 
tail lounge or a restaurant and it would always turn out to be a 
very enjoyable time. 

I couldn’t help notice that the people with whom I was so- 
cializing at the Huntington Harbor gatherings were awfully hol- 
low and insincere in comparison with the B&D people I was 
getting to know. I found an exhilarating honesty in my B&D 
contacts that I had found nowhere else. Rick noticed all of this 
too. The glitter and glamour of the harbor scene was beginning 
to fade. 
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CHAPTER 7 


new reality came to Rick like a thunderbolt out of 
A nowhere. On an all-male weekend fishing trip to the 

island of Catalina, a late night drinking bout brought 
on a kidney reaction that sent him, desperately ill, to a hospital 
for two weeks. It scared the hell out of Rick and the whole 
family. But, more than that, the episode convinced Rick that he 
needed to stop drinking. For him it was simply too dangerous. 
He had had his warning. And he took that warning seriously. 

Then a strange thing happened. When Rick went on the 
wagon he began to see the world through clearer eyes. The 
drunken antics of the harbor cocktail circuit crowd in which we 
had moved so regularly for years began to look to him as boorish 
and silly as they actually were. To him the whole harbor scene 
— the drinking parties, the shallow people with their cheating 
relationships, the goldfish bowl that everyone lived in, even the 
boats and fishing — all lost its appeal. 

That was great for Rick, but I was left out in the cold. Once 
again he had moved on ahead of me. I had been acclimating to 
the environment of the life there for about seven years. And it 
had done its work on me. For me, drinking had gone from 
something you do to be sociable to something you do to alter 
your mood, to change reality. Never a constant drinker, | had 
become a periodic drinker. Some nights, after Rick was asleep, I 
would sit alone and have four or five drinks — sometimes more 
— trying to deaden the feelings of guilt I had about my life. 

I was still carrying around a lot of guilt and remorse about my 
mother — remorse that she and I had been cheated out of the 
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relationship we could have had because she couldn’t be truthful 
to me, and guilt about how I had treated her before her death. 
And I was still being periodically racked with fleeting guilt feel- 
ings about my B&D activities. As Rick and I progressed in those 
activities 1 felt myself becoming more and more attracted to 
them and excited by my experiences. My childhood upbringing 
was still, at times, telling me that it wasn’t nice of me to get 
mentally and sensually excited by some of the things I was doing. 

About two years after we settled in at the harbor I had given 
in to Rick’s relentless requests and had begun to play over the 
phone with some of the submissive men Rick contacted by an- 
swering and placing ads in various sexually oriented magazines. 
Looking back on that period now is kind of amusing in a way 
because I sure didn’t know very much about what I was doing. 
But even though in hindsight some of those early phone sessions 
were awkward attempts by me to be a phone dominant, some- 
times I would get pretty excited, especially if Rick was there to 
hear it. A lot of times hot phone sessions would really get my 
motor going and would lead to some steamy sex action later with 
Rick. I may have had some terrible guilt pangs at times, but I was 
definitely learning to groove on the power trip of being domi- 
nant in a situation. 

Having phone slaves was my idea of having fun without real 
involvement — and it was safe. It didn’t matter what the guy 
looked like or how he behaved at other times. He was at a 
distance and | didn’t have to deal with all of the fears that always 
flew through my mind when having to face someone. 

But to Rick, my having phone slaves was like having half a 
loaf when a full loaf was within my reach. The problem was he 
couldn’t get me to reach further. That breakthrough came right 
after Rick stopped drinking and had started looking at his life, 
and mine, with new perspectives. He found when he looked 
around that there was more to life than what we were getting out 
of it, so he set about in earnest to get me to finally spread my 
wings. 


90 


| 


After much pushing by Rick and resistance from me | agreed 
to let him place an ad in Latent Image, one of the locally sold 
B&D magazines, seeking to meet a couple for more than just 
socializing and we could sit back and see what kind of response it 
got. The picture we took of me to be included in the ad showed 
me in a black wig and a mask oyer my face. There was no way 
anyone was going to be able to recognize me if I could help it. A 
cape made of some black plastic | had handy and a black merry- 
widow corset and boots completed my outfit. I was actually one 
scared little girl, but in the photo I looked imposing, indeed. 

Among our replies was one from a very nice sounding couple 
in Beverly Hills. The husband, a submissive, was a retired film 
producer whom I will call Hans. He had a very beautiful wife, I 
will name Lydia, who, we were to discover, pampered his submis- 
sive nature by dominating him in a very strict and harsh way — 
exactly as he wished it. 

After delaying as long as I could — for a period of weeks | 
relented and agreed to go with Rick to meet Hans and Lydia at a 
posh restaurant in Beverly Hills. They were, as we hoped, a 
delightful couple. Hans was very tall and tanned — a very distin- 
guished, elderly gentleman, and very wealthy and cultured. After 
a pleasant discussion Rick and I invited them to our home at a 
later date to get to know them better. That also went well. I felt 
comfortable with them and safe enough to agree to join them at 
their home later that week to see how Lydia went about a B&D 
session with Hans. Throughout both meetings with Hans I could 
clearly tell that this distinguished gentleman who had spent a 
lifetime working with some of the most beautiful, talented, 
glamorous and sexy women in the world was enthralled with me. 
I had the feeling that if I half tried I could have him grovelling at 
my feet. That thought definitely intrigued me. 

The night of the scheduled session Rick and I stepped 
through the door between our house and our garage to get in our 
car to drive to Hans’ house and found what looked like a pile of 
rags in the corner of the garage. I couldn’t remember a pile of 
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rags being there. As I looked the pile moved. It got to its knees. 
It was a man. My god, it was Hans. He was dressed in flowing 
tags like a Persian beggar. He explained that his mistress had 
ordered him to drive us to their house. He crawled on his hands 
and knees to his Rolls Royce, opened the door, and with head 
bowed, beckoned us to enter. 

We soon arrived at a beautiful mansion. The “cruel” Lydia 
was dressed in a brief, black leather dominant outfit and waiting 
for us. After a series of verbal humiliations of Hans, she ordered 
him to strip and asked me to help her fasten him to a giant X- 
frame device that was erected in their dungeon room. This was 
my first experience of actual B&D with anyone but Rick. The 
whole scene was incredible to me. I was nervous, excited, and 
thrilled all at once. When Lydia asked me to actually partici- 
pate, my heart began pounding so hard I thought everyone 
would hear it. 

As we fastened the wrist cuffs and anklets on Hans I was 
surprised to see him getting an erection. Lydia had told me Hans 
was 78 years old, and I had assumed he was impotent. Goes to 
show how much I knew about the aging process. Well, surprise, 
surprise — we no sooner get Hans all fastened to the X-frame 
than he starts to come. 

And that was not the end of this unusual man’s virility that 
evening. During several hours of being shoved around, whacked 
on the ass, tied, humiliated, and generally treated like dirt in a 
variety of creative ways, Hans managed to come several more 
times. I was truly astounded. But more than that, I was hooked. I 
had had a thoroughly wonderful time playing with Hans and 
Lydia and began to see the endless possibilities of fantasy and fun 
that were available to me through playing with other people if I 
chose to go for it. And go for it I did! 

Rick was in seventh heaven as I became perceptibly more 
eager — or should I say less reluctant — to meet new people 
who answered my ad. But I still had a real “thing” about keeping 
all of the activities involving meetings and B&D sessions with 
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other people away from my home territory. I insisted on meeting 
new contacts the first time at some public place like a lounge or 
restaurant in another city, and any sessions would have to also 
be away from my home and my home city. 

Several years before we met Hans and Lydia, who brought me 
out of the B&D closet, so to speak, Rick and I had bought a 
condominium in Palm Springs to use strictly as our private fan- 
tasyland playhouse, away from our children and the nosey Hunt- 
ington Harbor neighbors. The ceiling and closet doors were 
covered in one-piece mirrors. A powder blue cornice trimmed 
the walls where they met the ceiling mirror. A large dressing 
mirror had a border of stage lights set in a plush lining. Hooks 
strategically placed in the ceiling held planters at times but 
B&D chains at other times. The closets held complete sets of my 
costumes and a large variety of B&D gear. It was a ready-made 
ideal place for me to arrange play sessions with some of the new 
slaves I was acquiring. 

Rick and I were learning a lot about B&D from Hans. He had 
35 years of experience with it at a very high level of intensity 
and was a good teacher. We all became very good friends. Hans 
taught Rick how to construct all kinds of B&D equipment. The 
X-frame that could be broken down easily and stored in a closet 
was one of the first items we added to our collection at the 
condo. 

Ted, I'll call him, was the first submissive I met who lived in 
Palm Springs. He was a nice looking man who wanted a domi- 
nant woman who would use him as she wished. I was as nervous 
as a cat at a dog show when Ted arrived at the door. I was 
dressed in skin-tight leather top and bottom, knee boots, a wide 
studded leather belt that pulled in my waist and pushed my full 
breasts tightly against the leather bodice, and black lace elbow- 
length gloves. My usual dramatic hair style, makeup and ultra- 
long fingernails completed my costume for the session. 

I looked hot and absolutely strong and confident, but in- 
wardly, as I opened the door, I was quaking. I felt intimidated by 
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Ted with his clothes on so I ordered him to remove his clothes 
in the next room. When he reappeared naked he had crossed 
over that invisible line and became my slave, under my total 
control. 

At my command he kneeled and kissed and licked my boots. 
Feeling more comfortable, I ordered him to the X-frame which 
Rick had fastened on the inside of the closet door. It was my first 
try with the X-frame and I breathed a sigh of relief when the leg 
shackles and arm cuffs fit. Next I ball-gagged him and closed the 
door so he would be isolated, helpless, and pressed against my 
personal costumes which were hanging there. | left him to con- 
template his situation and went into another room for a while. 

When I returned later to open the door, panic struck. The 
damn door wouldn’t open. To cover my panic I told him through 
the door that I had decided to leave him there 24 hours. I raced 
to call Rick and tell him my terrible problem. He had a good 
laugh and explained that Ted’s weight was causing the door to 
sag. I was to put my knee under the doorknob, push up, and pull 
straight out on the doorknob. I huffed and pushed and pulled. 
To my great relief, it opened. 

Ted never knew about the crisis. In fact, I found out later that 
the threat of having to stay like that for 24 hours had greatly 
excited him. My confidence level bolstered by getting through 
that so well, I cruised through the rest of the session and had my 
new slave yearning for more of my exquisite punishment when 
we finished. 

Ted became a gem of a slave for me, and over time he devel- 
oped into my Palm Springs “runner.” I would call him before I 
was to arrive from out of town and would command him to 
prepare the condo for my arrival. He would be told what prepa- 
rations to make. Another duty he was frequently assigned was to 
bring me a new slave. It was up to Ted to find an appropriate 
one. I would set a time, and he and the new slave he had 
somehow acquired for me would be expected to arrive at that 
precise time. One minute early or late and Ted would be pun- 
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ished by being bound and gagged in a room by himself so he 
could not see what wonderfully exciting things I was doing with 
the new slave he brought to me. 

The punishment for not returning with a new slave for me 
was to not return at all. I don’t know today how he did it but 
Ted brought in a steady parad¢é of fabulous specimens. Most of 
them had no idea what they were getting into, but when they 
saw me it was instant turn on time and they were ready for 
almost anything. There was and always are a lot of beautiful and 
sexy women in Palm Springs — it’s a magnet to them, but in the 
costumes I could wear in my private fantasyland I was hands- 
down the hottest number in town. 

Some of the wealthiest, most powerful men in the world, and 
some of the handsomest, visit or have leisure homes in Palm 
Springs, and not a few of them became familiar with the inside 
of my playhouse and the thrilling fear of my dominance. But the 
world of a budding Mistress of Dominance is not made only of 
men. 

From the early years of our marriage Rick had tried to interest 
me in the idea of bisexuality — two women having sex or play- 
ing B&D games together. As with all of his new ideas, that one 
met a stone wall when it met me. No matter the reasoning used 
— it would be doing “it” with another person and | was having 
no part of it. Besides, I reasoned, it was not a natural thing to do. 
I might be a little weird to go along with his B&D stuff, but I 
wasn’t that weird. Some very angry episodes resulted from my 
intransigence about that. 

But then, after we began subscribing to Atomage and I started 
to regularly see the exquisite photos of all those attractive 
women in such exciting attire touching and kissing each other 
and playing out their fantasies together I began to think of it as 
not so strange after all. And, as so often happened to me, my 
unyielding resistance softened and eventually evolved into curi- 
osity and intrigue. But even after 1 expanded my B&D activities 
to include someone besides Rick, the others were all men for 
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quite some time. I just couldn’t bring myself to take the step 
from being intrigued about what it would be like with a woman 
to actively doing anything about it. My first opportunity came 
from an unexpected source. 

The housekeeper I employed at my home in Huntington 
Harbor, a dear old lady, had a young friend, a 20-year-old Guate- 
malan girl whom I'll call Elaina. It seems Elaina had a problem. 
She was soon to be married to a successful professional man. It 
would be a prize catch for her and would mean a huge leap in 
social status for her. Her fiance was quite worldly and obviously 
well experienced sexually. Elaina was a virgin with absolutely no 
knowledge about sex, and was very worried that her total igno- 
rance of the subject would jeopardize her marital happiness. 

My housekeeper had evidently perused our B&D magazines 
and the costumes and equipment in the closet and figured I was 
knowledgeable and comfortable with the subject of sex. So she 
asked me if I would please meet Elaina and instruct her in the art 
of lovemaking. 

When I told Rick about the request and that I had agreed to 
do it, he, being the enthusiastic voyeur he is, made immediate 
plans to be at home when the little téte-d-téte occurred. He 
would be out of sight of Elaina and me but would be able to peak 
and to listen to what was said. I thought his expectations were 
too great because surely this virgin, young, about-to-be-married 
girl would not be at all interested in anything Rick hoped would 
happen. 

On the selected day I dropped Nicole at school, dropped off 
Anton and Regina at my housekeeper’s house, and rushed home 
to get myself ready for Elaina’s arrival. When she stepped 
through the doorway her beauty momentarily astounded me — 
which is saying something for me. Her hair was the blackest of 
black and fluffed fully around her head until it fell in large curls 
onto her shoulders. Dark sparkling eyes and large pouty lips done 
in deep red gloss lipstick accented her alabaster skin. Her high 
cheek bones carried a light blush of makeup. The arch of her 
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thick black eyebrows was perfect for her exquisitely classical 
facial features. A wide smile wrinkled her pert nose and revealed 
a hidden dimple in each cheek. Her face could have easily quali- 
fied for the cover of fashion magazines throughout the world. 

I immediately noticed her slim torso and limbs, so long and 
unusually firm and well developed. Her figure was truly out- 
standing. I learned later that that was partly due to her athletic 
training in that she was a world-class competitive swimmer. 
Such beauty, such human female perfection, and such inno- 
cence. The combination was incredible! 

But, we had a language problem to overcome; Elaina spoke 
broken English and I spoke no Spanish. However, Elaina was 
enthusiastic to learn and eager to do anything that I suggested. | 
soon found out that she was also very sexually frustrated and 
incredibly horny. As my lessons proceeded, Elaina was required 
to shed more and more of her clothes, and did so cheerfully. My 
hands were shaking slightly as I slid her panties down over the 
firm cheeks of her ass and down her long gorgeous legs. 

My heart, beating powerfully, was pouring excess blood into 
my loins. I could feel the wetness there. I had never responded 
like that to a woman and it was a dizzying experience. Elaina’s 
own arousal was very apparent, and growing. She accepted her 
introduction to some B&D costumes and equipment with a 
sense of wonderment and fascination. The traditional submissive 
positions and conduct I taught her she adopted with a zeal that, 
on the impulse of the moment, emboldened me to take both of 
us over the mysterious threshold that had eluded me for so long, 
that of woman responding fully and completely to woman. My 
desire for this lovely, yielding, dormant Guatemalan volcano, 
who was waiting — pleading with her eyes — to erupt, over- 
whelmed me. Knowing Rick was watching and listening made 
my arousal complete. 

Elaina and I exhausted ourselves by the time I had to call a 
halt in order to dress, take Elaina home, pick up Nicole at school 
and collect the other two kids. That was the day my world 
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doubled in size. How silly I had been to take so long to discover 
the strong attraction I had for, and was, to sensuous submissive 
women as well as men. I never heard what reaction Elaina’s new 
husband had to his wife’s sexuality. | hope it was a pleasant 
discovery to him when he learned that she yearned to be bound, 
stripped, lightly whipped, and taken any way he wished. 

Dick was right about bisexuality; Kcould enjoy women as well 
as men. With that I was ready, said Rick, for the next step in my 
dominant development. He reasoned that if I was going to get 
into playing dominant with other people I had better learn how 
to do it right. He had found a professional dominatrix in Las 
Vegas — I'll call her Countess Marian — who would teach me. 
That sounded great to me because I knew I had a lot to learn. To 
Countess Marian we went. 

Unfortunately, something got lost in Rick’s communication 
with Countess Marian. She thought I was there for a regular 
session, with me the submissive. The first thing | knew, the 
Countess had stripped me, threw me around the room and 
clapped me into ankle shackles and wrist cuffs. My wrists were 
fastened on an overhead contraption that pulled my arms 
straight up as high and as tight as they would go. I was stretched 
vertically to my full length — naked except for a pair of 6" high 
heels — so that only my toes could touch the floor. It was 
extremely painful. A spreader bar hooked to the ankle shackles 
kept my legs spread wide. I was totally exposed and, with a ball 
gag in my mouth, I was totally helpless. 

To ease the pain on my shoulders and wrists | managed to 
step onto the leg spreader so as to take some of the weight off my 
arms. The spreader broke. I didn’t give a damn about that. I was 
furious. | hadn’t come there to be treated like a damn slave. 
Besides, this mad woman was a goddamn sadist as far as I was 
concerned. She was furious too at my breaking her damn bar. 
When she undid me to try something else I pounced on her and 
the two of us ended up on the floor pulling each other’s hair out 
and screaming like two hell cats. Rick heard the commotion and 
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came running into the room to see who was getting killed. He 
pulled us apart and shouted for us to stop and calm down. 

When it was over and Countess Marian discovered the mis- 
take, all was forgiven and another appointment was set for me to 
observe her in action with one of her regular slave customers. 

When the customer arrivedi Countess Marian ordered him up 
a flight of stairs into a “cage room.” I followed them. The light 
was dim but I could make out across the room a large cage made 
of black iron bars. She ordered the customer into a side room to 
completely disrobe and return to her on his knees. When he did 
she began berating him for being such a lowly, no-good excuse 
for a man; ridiculing him unmercifully and calling him a filthy 
animal. Then she started kicking him and prodding him around 
the floor of the room with her booted feet. 

Finally she kicked and prodded him through the barred door 
of the cage and slammed the door and padlocked it. Next, she 
poured some stale bread crumbs into a dog dish on the floor of 
the cage and ordered him to eat it using only his mouth, like a 
dog. I was amazed and excited to see his cock was rock hard and 
throbbing. The whole scene had gotten me thoroughly aroused, 
too. 

After putting the customer through several other punish- 
ments, during which he had ejaculated twice, Countess Marian 
commanded him to dress and she and I went back downstairs. | 
was tingling and practically trembling from my own unreleased 
erotic responses. Rick had been right all along. Wielding such 
power over a willing slave was my greatest turn on. I realized it 
was the real me at last, and I loved it. I determined to become 
the best dominatrix I could be. 

The outcome of that experience was that Countess Marian 
and her live-in personal slave became two of Rick’s and my best 
friends. I learned a lot from her over the following years and am 
grateful to her for her friendship. She and her personal slave 
attended many parties Rick and I later gave at our home, and we 
attended many parties at her place. 
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Countess Marian is very bisexual. Thus, as you might have 
guessed, she and I enjoyed some wonderful shared moments 
together. Her beauty and reputation led to her meeting many 
famous people, many of whom | eventually met through my 
association with her. Like the infinite cosmos following the big 
bang of creation, my world was continually expanding. 
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f CHAPTER 8 


fishbowl existence of the harbor community no longer 

held any interest for us. Rick had been yearning for more 
privacy for a year or so. Our expanding B&D activities were 
where our leisure-time interests were now. We sold the boat and 
the Huntington Harbor house and moved into a sprawling 
ranch-style house I found in Orange County on the southern 
edge of Los Angeles. Our new home had lots of land around it 
and was situated in a tural-like setting. We even had space 
enough in the house to equip a whole B&D room. Rick had been 
making me a lot of B&D equipment — harnesses, whips, wrist 
and ankle holders, and so on. My B&D wardrobe had also 
greatly increased. I now had closets for all of it. And the corre- 
spondence, photos and names and address lists of our growing 
number of B&D contacts filled a whole drawer. 

Nicole began her senior year in high school soon after we 
moved. Anton was settled in junior high and liked the freedom 
and space of our new surroundings. Regina, my personality-plus 
girl, was her typical good-natured self as she was in any circum- 
stance. Rick had closed his private practice and all his profes- 
sional efforts went into the weight loss clinics, which were doing 
well and were not as stressfully demanding as a regular practice. 
And we were removed from the status race of the harbor crowd. 
That alone reduced the stress level a lot. 

Rick’s B&D letter writing expanded and we began increasing 
our experiences. The time whizzed by. It seemed like Nicole had 
graduated from school and left home to attend a vocational 
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college before I knew it. That event, though difficult on my 
emotions as a parent seeing her child leave, brought us a greater 
freedom to use our home in my B&D activities. 

I had gone through quite a change in the last few years. Rick 
had continually encouraged me to adopt more of a dominant 
persona and to dress more dominantly. I had burst through my 
barrier of refusal to do B&D with other people. | had experi- 
enced my own excitement over controlling and arousing others 
— male and female. I had discovered from Countess Marian and 
from other sources the enormous numbers of submissive men 
who yearn so desperately for dominant women but cannot find 
them. | now felt no reluctance to meet and have B&D sessions 
with men in my home without either Rick or their partners 
there. And I began doing exactly that. I had come a long, long 
way. 

Along with this new freedom came a new identity. I had 
developed a distinctive look to go with my distinctive B&D 
personality. The elements of the look and aura: the mid-thigh 
boots with 5" or 6" heels, skin-tight catsuits or leotards, a narrow 
corseted waist, revealing cleavage, fingerless opera gloves, super- 
long fingernails brightly painted and decorated, a choker around 
the neck, bold and dramatic makeup with long false lashes and 
sweeping eyebrows, large dangling earrings, long cigarette 
holder, and of course the flaming-red hair thrust upward through 
a Grecian ring and swirling in large curls down around my shoul- 
ders. 

With that look and personality came a new name, Mistress 
Antoinette. I chose the name Antoinette simply because of its 
similarity to Jeanette and the fact that I like the sound of it. 

Rick’s interest and expertise in photography had grown apace 
with his letter writing. He would set up elaborate scenes with me 
in my various costumes and take hundreds of absolutely gorgeous 
photos. Many of them went throughout the country in his letters 
and others appeared in ad after ad in B&D magazines. Mistress 
Antoinette was becoming known. 
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And when the word began to spread through the incredible 
nationwide underground network of submissive men that I was 
having sessions with men without their spouse or partner being 
there my phone began ringing like you couldn’t believe and mail 
began pouring in. 

I began meeting slaves that were into all kinds of things: 
spanking, isolation, humiliation, bondage, teasing, cross-dress- 
ing, rubber, all kinds of unusual submission, and on and on. I was 
totally fascinated and always eager to experience something that 
was new to me and learn from it, as | still am today. 

One of my most unusual new experiences was the man from 
Chicago who called me one day with a request that I force him 
to eat a liver dinner that he would bring with him. When he 
arrived at the door and handed me the styrofoam container I was 
so flabbergasted I took it and closed the door right in his face. It 
was a rare (for Southern California) blustery and freezing day 
and the poor guy didn’t have an overcoat. I looked inside the 
container at the complete liver dinner and was wondering what 
I was going to do when I realized I should let him in. 

After ordering him to strip naked and go through some rites 
of submission to me as I sat on my raised throne in the throne 
chair Rick had gotten for me, I decided | was not into this liver 
business and would handle it in a way that would probably take 
care of the problem he had with it and get him over it. Having 
been a mother all those years came in handy. With him on his 
knees and with his ankles and wrists firmly shackled, I straddled 
him, got his neck in a hammer lock, pulled his head around 
sideways, and against his protesting wiggling I force fed every bit 
of that liver down his throat. I was exhausted and sweating 
profusely when I finished and made him suffer some sweet pun- 
ishments and humiliations for my having to make so much ef- 
fort. Rick got a lot of belly laughs when I told him about my 
afternoon. The fellow went on back to Chicago and | didn’t hear 
a peep from him for a long time. Then, about six months later I 
got a letter from him thanking me profusely for helping him get 
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over an emotional hatred he had had for his mother and a 
negative feeling he had had against women all his life and saying 
that after returning home he had met a wonderful woman and 
was engaged to marry her. 

My introduction to the world of transvestites, or TVs as they 
are called, was delayed for a long time because | didn’t under- 
stand the phenomenon and didn’t want to. As far as I was 
concerned TVs were trying to take my place as a woman and I 
didn’t like that at all. I resisted every time Rick tried to get me to 
contact one. He finally got me to listen in on a series of phone 
calls he made with a young man who lived not far from us. 

With great reluctance I agreed to go with Rick one evening 
to meet this person at his apartment. My reticence was not 
lessened when I saw that he lived in a rather seedy neighbor- 
hood. Rick told me to stay in the car and he would go to the 
door and see what this fellow looked like. I had dressed in my 
boots and skin-tight leathers, at Rick’s insistence. So there I sat 
in our big fancy car, dressed like that, in a real scary neighbor- 
hood, waiting to meet some kook that I did not care to meet. My 
mood was definitely not good. 

Rick talked to someone through a crack in the door and 
waved me to come on. I walked to the back of the apartment 
complex as calmly as I could, after all I’m the big tough domi- 
natrix. Inwardly I was thinking, “Please, god, don’t let anybody 
see me,” and my mind was telling me to run like hell. 

To my relief, he turned out to be a well-dressed, well- 
groomed, nice looking fellow. The inside of his apartment was 
fascinating. On the walls were shelves of model trains he had 
built and framed thank-you cards he had received from through- 
out the world. Here and there were lamps, ash trays and other 
articles made from shells he had collected during many years as a 
diver in Hawaii. There was a framed certificate he had received 
as a black belt in karate and framed photographs of the karate 
school from which he graduated. Other mementos of his life 
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were tastefully displayed on the walls and table tops. It all looked 
very warm and comfortable. 

In conversation we learned that he had held a top secret 
security clearance in his navy service and was going to school to 
become a marine biologist. He lived where he did only because it 
was conveniently close to whefe he worked. 

For two hours we were engrossed in conversation that had 
nothing to do with his transvestic interest or sex. He was relaxed 
and not at all pushy and put both Rick and I at ease. | began to 
relate to him as a very nice and interesting person, and I discov- 
ered I liked him. 

Then he went to his photo albums to show us what he looked 
like as a TV. He had album after album of himself as a redhead, 
as a blonde, as a brunette, and black haired. Well, I was taken! 
He told me that the urge to crossdress had hit him when he was 
about 10 years old when he was caught dressing in his mother’s 
clothes. He hadn’t dressed in women’s clothes again until he was 
in the navy and realized that he absolutely wanted some 
women’s clothes for himself. He then went on to explain the 
process and progress of his transvestic feelings. 1 had come into 
his apartment rigid, angry and resentful, and it had all dissipated. 

He said that the best way to help me understand the TV 
phenomenon was to see him dressed as a woman and suggested 
that since Rick was into photography that we set up a photo 
session for the two of us. And we did. And, of course, it was a 
very pleasant experience. 

That was the beginning of my relationship with Reb, the 
second dearest man in my life. And to think, I was going to turn 
my back on TVs. Reb is my right arm in my businesses. His 
mentality and his skills are beyond my imagination. I am con- 
stantly amazed at the wealth of information and security he has 
within himself and at his ability to always look at the positive 
side of life no matter what. 

He calls me “mom” all the time now. To me he is like the 
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brother I never had. We can tell each other everything. And we 
can argue and fight and laugh together and tease, but we’re 
always mentally together and clicking. He can at times be an 
egotistical brat or a supersensitive prima donna to deal with, but 
the effort is always worth it. 

Reb had something deep down inside that I was still lacking. 
He didn’t have the emptiness, the hole in the gut, that I was 
feeling — that only later I would resolve. I was attracted to that 
“something” that he had that I didn’t have. And I was what he 
wanted: a woman who would take risks, who would get out there 
and stand up for her rights. He saw the dominance in me and 
would learn the soft side of me. As time passed I became the first 
woman he could trust and respect. Our relationship has grown, 
not on sex, for to this day it has not been sexual, but on genuine 
human love. 

My introduction to rubber came from a man whom Rick and 
I met at a gathering of B&D devotees and with whom | later 
decided that I would do a session. He was going to have his fun, 
but I was going to have mine in a way he didn’t suspect. 

I met him at my home alone one day. Rick was at one of the 
clinics. The slave put on his rubber garments that completely 
enclosed his body except for eye and air holes. | worked myself 
into the rubber dress he had brought for me. At that time I 
didn’t understand what he got out of being entirely encased in 
rubber but I went about taunting and teasing him, to his great 
delight, until I tired of it and pulled out from under the bed some 
leg and wrist shackles that were chained to the frame of the bed. 

I lay down on the bed and told him to shackle me 
spreadeagled on the bed. The look on his face was total incredu- 
lity. I was the dominant. What was I doing? This apparent role 
switch temporarily floored him, but he did as I ordered. Next I 
had him raise my skirt above my hips, totally exposing my thighs 
and crotch. I had enormous fun imagining what lascivious 
thoughts were going through his mind. Then I ordered him to 
call a telephone number and ask for Rick and tell him that his 
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wife was ready for him and to come home at once. The slave was 
dumbfounded. 

In a cruel voice I said: “You're not going to have me, he is! 
Put on your street clothes and leave, now!” When I heard the 
front door close and lock I suddenly panicked. For the first time I 
thought about the danger I was irf. Luckily, Rick made it home 
in 20 minutes. We still had a couple of hours before the kids 
were due home from school. The sight of me like that and the 
thrill of the scene that produced it turned Rick into a passion- 
driven sex machine and we made fantastic love until we were 
both exhausted. 

As the days passed | was having a wonderful time with my 
new freedoms and my new personality, but I was still foundering 
deep inside for reasons | couldn’t understand. On many week- 
ends I would drink alone trying to deaden whatever it was that 
was eating me. That merely fed my recurring long depressions. I 
would be short tempered and jumpy and generally difficult to 
live with. 

Finally Rick said: “Why don’t you find something to do. You 
have such an interest and talent in costuming, and everyone we 
meet admires your sense of fashion. 

“Why don’t you do some designs, find someone to sew the 
leather for you, make up a little catalog and see if anyone would 
want to order something.” The idea caught my fancy and I said, 
“That’s exactly what I’m going to do.” 

I found an elderly dominant woman who advertised that she 
would sew leather. As we talked she revealed she would like to 
start a business of it, and I knew I was on my way. I really got 
enthusiastic then. I had found a way to put my creative talents to 
work. I threw myself into designing and working with the old 
seamstress. Rick worked up some ideas for special boots. | 
scoured the Los Angeles area for a cobbler who would agree to 
make them. That was not easy. They had to have 5” heels. No 
squat, thick heels for me. But that created all kinds of problems. 
I would have to find a company that would make the heels. 
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I found a plastics company that would make the heels and a 
little old cobbler in Beverly Hills who agreed to make the boots 
for $1000 front money. The plastic heels didn’t work out well 
and the cobbler later went out of business and we had to eventu- 
ally go to Europe for a source of boots, but we got the little 
catalog put together using Rick’s photos of me in sample cos- 
tumes. 

Meanwhile, I was learning a lot about sex and B&D in the 
1920s, and later, from my elderly seamstress. It was very enlight- 
ening to me about this lifestyle | was into and about how society 
feels about it. When we got an order from a very famous lady we 
were elated at our acceptance. The outfit I designed was very 
sensual and she was delighted. All done in skin-tight sensuous 
leather, it was a one-piece jumpsuit with bodice laces, zippers on 
the legs, long sleeves with zippers, and a high neck — no skin 
showing. It was really something to get into. The harder things 
are to get into, the more laces and zippers and buckles, the more 
intricate the design, and the tighter the fit, the more sensuous it 
is. 

My seamstress, poor soul, had bad arthritis in her hands and 
eventually had to give up sewing for me. I was frantic when I saw 
that I was going to lose her, but fortunately an old acquaintance 
came along at the right time. 

Rick and I had originally met Tom at a ball given in 1968 by 
Fetish Times. Tom had appeared then with a lovely young lady 
submissive and a trunk full of costumes. During the evening she 
changed her costumes so often I lost track of the number of 
times, and they were all exciting and well conceived. Although 
Rick and I quickly left the ball due to my discomfort with the 
scene at that time, we remembered the gentleman with all the 
costumes. 

Many years later, when our paths crossed again at the home 
of a mutual acquaintance, a natural friendship began. I am happy 
to say that Tom remains a dear friend and valued employee of 
mine to this day. His excellent craftsmanship became widely 
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known, and the tiny leather business began to grow. However, 
that was only the beginning of my B&D commercial enterprise. 

We were now midway through the Carter administration in 
Washington, and Jerry Brown was holding forth as governor of 
my home state of California. Society as a whole had become 
greatly liberalized. The sexual and lifestyle revolutions were 
going full bore, and I was far enough along in my own revolution 
to accept my dear friend Countess Marian’s offer to pose with 
her for some publicity pictures for a book she had just written. In 
her book was a chapter about some of her experiences at a B&D 
party at my home. 

At the photo session | noticed that the costumes and equip- 
ment the publisher had available were not in good condition 
and I told one of the assistant publishers about my costumes and 
leather products. He asked me to bring some with me on a return 
shooting, which I did. I had found myself another customer. 

More importantly, Rick recognized the publisher, whom I'll 
call Mr. Sam, as the man who had years previously published 
some excellent B&D magazines, then discontinued, which fea- 
tured photos and stories of and by people who were actually 
B&D devotees. Rick told Mr. Sam that he should consider pub- 
lishing that type of magazine again because it was much more 
preferable to the practitioners of B&D than the type of magazine 
to which Mr. Sam had switched, which used posed models. 

Mr. Sam agreed that a magazine composed of actual B&D 
practitioners was indeed better, but he had dropped those publi- 
cations, he said, because they took too much effort to produce. 
Then he made us an offer. If Rick would do the photography and 
we would also do the work to put together the contents of such a 
magazine on a regular basis, Mr. Sam would agree to publish it 
and include a centerfold section composed of our leather prod- 
ucts catalog. It was an offer we couldn’t refuse, and in a few 
weeks — voila — Reflections magazine was born. 

The fashion business continued to grow. The boxes, files, 
typewriters and material soon filled my garage. And now the 
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magazine was started. That was keeping me doubly busy. 

But the nagging, gnawing emptiness that was lodged in my 
guts was starting to suffocate me. Fears and doubt about what I 
was doing, about appearing in a magazine dressed in such bla- 
tantly sexual ways, about my life, about my past, about my rela- 
tionship with my mother, about my raising of my children, about 
the distance that had developed between me and Nicole, about 
my drinking, about my depressions and angers — all got really 
painful. 

But I had no idea where all of this was coming from. I was 40 
years old. | had a wonderful husband, home and family. I had 
business and financial success. I had physical beauty, health and 
a fantastic sex life. Anyone looking at me would think I had it 
all. But I had one other thing that didn’t show. I had a problem 
that I kept trying to drown in booze and didn’t even know what 
it was. All my fears and doubts were tied into that problem — 
and it was making me miserable. 

I sat alone one night after everyone was asleep and really tied 
one on. | got stupid drunk. I mean I really poured down the 
juice, and then fell asleep. I drank so much I woke up still drunk 
the next morning and felt so sick I couldn’t work or see anyone 
or do anything. I wanted to vomit but couldn’t. It was a terrify- 
ing feeling. I crawled on my hands and knees off the bed and sat 
on the floor and cried and cried. 

Months before, I had seen an article in the paper about Betty 
Ford having gone into a special hospital to be treated for alco- 
holism. The article had in it the phone number of a hotline. At 
the time I was very impressed that a woman with the power and 
stature of Mrs. Ford, whose husband had been the president of 
the United States, could publicly admit to such a problem and 
do something about it. I had reread the article two or three 
times. It really jolted me, and I had cut it out and put it away in 
the bottom of a drawer in my bedroom. 

Through my tears I said: “God, help me! If you’re really there, 
and I believe you are even though you’ve rejected me, please 
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help me.” With that, I fumbled through the drawer, got the 
article, and called the hotline number. All I could say was “Help 
me.” 

Within 20 minutes I had two people sitting with me feeding 
me orange juice, maple syrup, and some other stuff to get me 
over the terrible sick/drunk feeling. They told me their stories 
and I shared mine. They understood and cared, and it helped. 

For two days I battled with Rick and the children about what 
I should do. None of them thought I was an alcoholic, and all of 
them were against my entering any program. But I| kept saying: 
“If Betty Ford can do it, I can too.” On the third day after my 
terrible drunk episode I entered a hospital that had a substance 
abuse treatment program. I now had professional help and the 
support of others like me. It was the most wonderful thing I 
could have done, for it literally turned out to be a new beginning 
for me — the beginning of my second life. 

In the hospital I learned that I had to deal with two concerns. 
The first was that I would never be able to drink again. The 
second was the sources of the turmoil in the pit of my soul. 
Through the help of the counselors I found that I had never 
resolved the painful feelings resulting from my mother’s death 
and the way her lies had stifled our relationship. Nor had | 
resolved the hurt and pain of my divorce from Cal. 

The wonderful professionals who ministered to me helped me 
get a new perspective on all of that. | participated in many 
“grieving groups” in order to grieve for the loss of my mother, as I 
had never been able to do. I was able to ask her forgiveness for 
the way I treated her and to forgive her for lying to me. I learned 
to see that she had done the best for me that she knew how to 
do. And, as so often is the case, forgiveness given allows forgive- 
ness to be received. 

Through such releasing and sharing and more releasing and 
more sharing, those old feelings lost their power over me. | had 
finally put a solid piece of foundation where before there had 
been loose rocks on which I had kept slipping. 
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And as I began to see how I had reacted to my divorce from 
Cal by over protecting Nicole and trying to control all aspects of 
her life, which had only served to drive an ever-widening wedge 
between us, a transition took place there. Nicole began to see 
the pain I had carried with me constantly. She could see how | 
was struggling to understand, overcome and heal. As she visited 
me through the month I was in the hospital she began to reach 
her own enlightenment and she developed a new respect for me. 

I agreed with Nicole that I would stop trying to control her 
life, telling her what to do and how to act. | made a commitment 
with her that she was an adult and I didn’t have the right to tell 
her what to do — that I would treat her as a friend, with humor 
and compassion, and that as my child I would love her forever. 
With that, the second half of the solid foundation clunked into 
place. Finally, I am cleansed. My new life could begin. 

Poor Rick. This whole episode had been pure hell for him. He 
just knew that when a bunch of shrinks and do-gooders got hold 
of me and found out what he and I were into and how miserable 
I was, that he was going to catch all the blame. He kept saying: 
“Why didn’t you come to me and let me help you? Why didn’t 
you talk to me about all of this?” Of course, I couldn’t have 
because I, myself, didn’t know at that time what it was all about. 
I had not known where the anguish and pain came from. I 
couldn’t even have begun to describe it to him. 

I ached in empathy for Rick those first weeks I was in the 
hospital, for I could see him grieving over his own loss. He 
anguished over losing me. I could see that and understand it, but 
I had to do what I was doing. I had to stick it out and win, and be 
free. 

My counselors and fellow patients in my support groups did 
try to bring the sexual issue into the equation, but I would not 
allow them to budge me on it. I told them about Reflections 
magazine, and I stuck to my guns that I was proud of it. I was 
repeatedly put down for my sexual lifestyle, but I had the 
strength of my convictions that a person has a right to pursue 
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the sex life she or he chooses so long as they don’t hurt anyone. 
They didn’t know I didn’t hurt anyone with my B&D, but I did 
and that was all that mattered to me. 

In various group sessions the subject of children was often 
raised in the context of the patients’ addictions. Relationships 
with children were an important consideration to many people. I 
was often asked how I could dare allow my children to know that 
Rick and | engaged in B&D fantasy games. My answer was 
always simple. 

I knew from bitter experience the pain that lies and deceit 
can inflict. | was not about to have that happen to my children. I 
was determined to live my life openly, for the world to see that | 
truly was who I purported to be. Far better that my children 
know me for what I am, whatever that may be, than to learn 
later that my life was a lie, that I didn’t trust them with the 
truth. They would know throughout their lives that 1 was honest 
with them at all times about who I really was inside, and that 
though I certainly wasn’t perfect I was proud of what I was. I 
wanted them to understand that if they could deal with the truth 
about their parents from the beginning they would never have to 
face the awful experience of later discovery of it as had I. 

I knew that the B&D was not what was hurting me. That part 
of my life was in fine shape. Some of the older counselors, who 
were so sure I couldn’t be healed without giving up my B&D, 
called me a miracle when it was apparent I would survive just 
fine with my convictions about B&D intact. They would say: 
“Here comes the cat woman. She hasn’t lost her spots, but the 
color has changed.” 

With all the people I cared most about in the world coming 
to visit me I was given the comforting security of my own per- 
sonal support group. There was Rick and all the children. And 
there was Reb, whom | had grown to love dearly and depend 
upon. Even some submissives came to see me. They could relate 
to my pain and the courage it took to face it and deal with it. 

I stuck to the principles of the program, day by day, one day 
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at a time. I strengthened my relationship with the Universal 
God, and got an inner peace I had not known. I got strength. 
God, did I get new strength and energy. I was ready to live. 
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CHAPTER 9 


ith my new insights and strengths I felt I could help 
\ ; others. I had faced the bogeyman in my life and won. 
If you haven’t experienced something you have no 
experiences to share. But I had walked the dark path to the end 
of the tunnel and had found the warm sunshine at the end. Now 
I wanted to help others however I could. Everyone has some- 
thing unique about them. I had a unique understanding of what 
a B&D magazine which was helpful to others could be like and I 
was determined to use that ability the best way I could. I was a 
brand new woman with no addictions — a flower in full bloom. I 
had one magazine that served the B&D world in its unique way. 
I would start a new one, Kinky Contacts, that would help B&D 
people make contact with each other — something that was 
desperately needed. 

Rick now had a dynamo on his hands. I’m sure my zest and 
sheer enthusiasm for life made his head swim. I would not be 
living my life for him. I would now be living my life for me. My 
BSD activities would be for my joy and desire. Our marriage had 
survived its toughest test and had come out stronger than ever. 
Our commitment to each other was total — unshakable — 
because it was built on a complete and total love. We were now 
two strong people standing side by side, holding hands as we 
faced the future. I could now be Mistress Antoinette. 

There was still so much I had to learn about the world of 
B&D and about the infinitely varied sexual desires and drives of 
people. I knew there was a large contingent of B&D people in 
the San Francisco area who had a club called Janus, but I under- 
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stood that most or all of them were gay. I didn’t know much of 
anything about gays and decided that I needed to go up there 
and meet them. I wanted to tell them about Reflections (Kinky 
Contacts wasn’t yet started) and learn from them and get them to 
send material to be published. A flurry of phone calls later, all 
was set up. 

A Janus member met Rick and me at the San Francisco 
airport in plenty of time to get across town to the party to which 
we had been, invited. My attendance at the party was to be my 
introduction to the Janus crowd. The problem was, our luggage 
was put on a later plane — a much later plane. Finally — late for 
the party we flew there for — we are speeding in a small crowded 
car through thick traffic and I am trying to change out of my 
wool travel outfit into a skin-tight, one-piece leather jumpsuit 
and above-knee boots. At one point I find myself on my back 
with my legs stuck up in the air trying to wriggle into the legs of 
the jumpsuit. Everyone in the car is laughing uproariously at my 
awkward struggle. I just get myself together and straightened out 
when we arrive at the party. 

The reception I got at the party was very cool. I was surprised 
and confused by it until Rick said to someone, “I think she is 
intimidating to them.” In relating as a powerful and assertive 
dominant to both men and women in an almost totally gay 
gathering, I was threatening to them. A tall, very slim but strong 
man who I was to grow to love and greatly admire and respect, 
Fakir Musafar, turned to me and said, “I guess we’re going to 
have to start an organization up here in which heterosexual and 
bisexual men and women can interact.” That was a big break- 
through in thinking. It took awhile, but Janus eventually opened 
its doors to them. 

The next day was a real pleasure to me. A slave named Jim, 
who had communicated with me for a couple of years from the 
Midwest, was passing through town on his way to the Orient. He 
made contact with me and I arranged for him to meet me at 
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lunch, which would be at a very fancy and expensive restaurant. 
I had never met a slave for the first time in a public place, so this 
was to be a first for me and I found the idea quite exciting. When 
Jim arrived, Rick and I were seated at a large table with two 
other couples. One couple was into B&D and were with us. The 
other couple was seated there because the restaurant was so 
crowded, and we had no idea who they were. 

So in comes Jim. There’s no way he can miss me with my 
brilliant red hair in its usual ponytail rising and falling from the 
top of my head like a crown and with the flamboyant outfit of 
leather I wore. Thin, with a military short haircut and big round 
eyeglasses, he was so nervous he was shaking all over. When he 
talked his teeth actually chattered. | loved it. I greeted him and 
sat him next to me and asked if he would like some lunch. He 
sheepishly said yes so I ordered for him a glass of milk and a slice 
of toast. 

When the toast came I placed it on a napkin and broke it 
into little pieces. As the table conversation continued | occa- 
sionally hand-fed him a small crumb of toast. All of those fancy 
patrons filling the restaurant were sitting there, like the un- 
known couple at our table, and none of them knew that here was 
a dominant and her slave. It was our delicious little secret, and 
we were having a wonderful time playing out our fantasies right 
in front of everyone. Jim was a delightful young slave and I 
decided to take him with me the rest of the day. 

Jim padded after me like a little puppy everywhere I went he 
was in heaven to be included in my entourage. | could see him 
look in awe as bell captains, doormen and sales clerks fell all 
over themselves to rush to serve me. In a shoe store the clerks 
watched with their mouths open as Jim took my boots off and 
stayed on his hands and knees as | used his back for a footstool. 

I had a meeting scheduled with Cynthia Slater at her apart- 
ment. She was a very important person in the B&D and S&M 
communities there and was one of the founders of Janus. As a 
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very strong, dominant lesbian, Cynthia did not allow any man in 
her home, so I parked Jim in the kitty litter box outside her front 
door. He just ate it up. 

That evening Rick and I were to spend at Fakir Musafar’s 
house after attending a party Fakir had planned in my honor at 
another woman’s house. Jim was beside himself with joy when I 
told him I would take him along. 

The hostess mistress’ home was beautiful and quite sensual. 
As you entered the large living room you noticed the red carpet 
and black and red velvet here and there. A gorgeous chandelier 
with lights dimmed dominated the ceiling. Black leather chairs 
and dark wood furniture were tastefully scattered about the 
room. Sensual art works were highlighted by a crackling fire. 
The scent of freshly brewing coffee teased your nostrils. Candle- 
light fickered over gorgeous hors d’oeuvres. 

After being taken to a room by a butler to change and prepare 
myself for the evening, the butler unpacked my bag and layed 
out my garments on the bed. I was in my leather jumpsuit and 
needed something briefer for the evening to which I looked 
forward. 

I chose a black patent-leather corset which featured eight 
garters spaced around it. To go with it I picked a red patent bra. I 
allowed the butler to brush my hair, powder my face and dress 
me. As he helped me out of the jumpsuit I was glaring at him 
with fierce eyes, watching his every move; seducing him while 
keeping him at bay. I was such a dominant bitch! 

Just as the hostess came around the corner the butler got 
carried away by what he was doing and I heard him say softly, 
“Ohhh, mistress.” The mistress had in her hand an extravagant 
looking head harness with a ball gag and immediately strapped it 
on him with the admonition, “Now, that will teach you to say 
anything to the mistress.” He made quite a sight with the ball 
gag harness on, his bare feet shackled around his ankles, his 
hands shackled and padlocked together and a little white towel 
over his arm. 
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One scenario after another unfolded in the two playrooms. A 
slave would be restrained and hoisted off the floor. He would 
immediately get an erection and say he was going to cum, and 
we mistresses would say “No, you can’t.” 

Another slave was shackled flat on his back to a tall table as 
his erection stood straight up in front of everyone. People were 
pinching his nipples, and he was being teased and tormented by 
his mistress. Four mistresses playing at once was a slave’s dream. 
It was a fun and exciting evening. 

When it was time for me to leave to go on to Fakir’s house for 
the night, the other mistresses ordered all the slaves down on 
their knees to kiss and lick my boots until they shined. Then the 
butler was ordered to the bedroom to help me dress. 

What a wonderful night. Where else could you get that kind 
of exciting, fun play? 

The next day I was privileged to have many hours to get to 
know Fakir. He talked about the customs of India, Africa, the 
Far East and other exotic places. He had become expert in many 
of the most extreme practices used in those cultures to alter the 
shape and the physical tolerances of the human body. He 
opened my eyes for the first time to what piercing is all about as 
practiced around the world both by primitive tribes and civilized 
peoples. His own body was pierced in many places. 

Fakir talked about the foot binding of females in China 
(ironically, where my grandmother had years before been a mis- 
sionary), about it being done to beautify them and to produce an 
elegance in walking. And he showed me the techniques he had 
perfected to reduce the size of a man’s foot so as to fit into a 
woman’s high-heeled shoe. 

Referring to my long fingernails he described the most adored 
of the Chinese women, who would grow nails so long that they 
would curl around and under their hands, rendering it necessary 
that they be totally served by others in all their needs since they 
could do no work with their hands. 

Then he showed me a bed of nails — very real and very sharp 
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—on which, using the power of his mind to control the physical 
functioning of his body, he could lie with no harm coming to 
him. 

My mind was opening to a whole world of experiences and 
human possibilities 1 never dreamed existed. I was entranced by 
this marvelous, talented man. We became very dear friends, and 
he has contributed a wealth of photos and articles to Reflections. 

And speaking of Reflections, I need to add a postscript to the 
story of Jim, the slave I met and played with for several days in 
San Francisco. Jim wet on to Korea thinking he would not 
return for a year. But a death in his family brought him back to 
Los Angeles in only a month for a few days. During our days 
together in San Francisco a close bonding had occurred between 
us that transcended the mistress/slave relationship. 

Jim had found in me and in Rick two people who honestly 
cared about people as individuals, who didn’t use them and cast 
them aside. We would play out our fantasies and have a wonder- 
ful time, but beyond the play and the make-believe, slaves, to us, 
were real people with full lives and other cares and feelings. Rick 
and I respected that. Jim had felt not that he had met just a 
mistress and a master, but that he had also found friends. And of 
course he had. So when he called in his time of grief I immedi- 
ately invited him to my home to console him, and we spent 
some time together in sympathy and friendship before he had to 
return to Korea. 

Almost a year later, on his way through town after his tour, 
he brought me two presents that I hold dear to this day one, a 
portrait of me, and the other, a white bedspread in the middle of 
which was embroidered the Reflections logo and at each corner a 
spike-heeled boot. I was very touched by his sweet gesture. 

Over the next four years, during which Jim’s work required 
him to live in other locations, he would take every opportunity 
he could to spend a day or two at my home. Finally, he was 
transferred nearby and our relationship has blossomed to where 
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he is a valued part of my business as well as my personal life. But, 
I’m getting ahead of my story. 

Back from my trip I was just buzzing with ideas I had picked 
up, and I was a ball of pure energy. I sort of reminded myself of 
Anton, my son, when he was younger — irrepressible is the 
word. Rick must have thought he was married to a perpetual 
motion machine. 

I had by now taken a room in my home and converted it into 
my office, and the phone rang almost constantly. | was getting so 
well known throughout the country in the B&D set that slaves 
were calling me from all over the place. It’s a very heady feeling 
to be so admired and desired that men and women throughout 
the day heap the most lavish compliments and praise on you and 
offer to pamper your every wish and fulfill your every command. 
Of course, one reason for so many calls was that I was one of the 
few female dominants who was accessible by phone. But the fact 
that all of the attention wasn’t just because 1 was so wonderful 
and terrific didn’t lessen the enjoyment I got from it. 

If 1 wasn’t on the phone | was zipping around town in my big, 
black, Lincoln town car, dressed in one of my eye-popping out- 
fits inspecting fabrics for my creations or dealing with a publish- 
ing problem. Or I would be meeting with my seamstress or flit- 
ting in and out of the hairdressers and on my way to confer with 
someone about a proposed article or art work or photo for the 
magazines — or a zillion other matters. 

On top of that I was still handling the financial and staff 
management of Rick’s clinics and our family finances. All in all I 
had become a very busy business executive. Too busy. 

I had blundered into something else to learn. It seemed like I 
was always running head long into walls that I did not see; not 
physical walls, but situational walls and attitudinal walls. And 
this was another one of those. 

I was spending so much time and energy being the sought- 
after, glamorous mistress and the go-go, successful, executive 
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businesswoman that I was forgetting that first and foremost I was 
a wife and a mother. Being the best wife and the best mother I 
could be had always been my number one desire and ambition 
and was certainly where | had gotten the most fulfillment. But 
for a while the glamour, the excitement, and the sheer fun of my 
“outside” interests had blinded me to what I was allowing to 
happen. 

I was like a wheel that was, as they say, out of round. My life 
had become lopsided — out of balance. Rick would get moody 
and complain because of the excess hours I spent on slaves or in 
working at the businesses. He would come into my office in the 
evening when he wanted my time and attention (and he should 
have been getting it) and practically drag me away from my desk. 
I would try to be cool but once in awhile I would get defiant and 
jump on him about getting me into all of this. | would strongly 
remind him that if he hadn’t gotten me into all of the B&D stuff 
I wouldn’t be doing any of it. And the battle would be engaged. 
The stand-off would go on for three or four days until one of us 
would soften enough to make up to the other one. 

It became clear to me after awhile that I was the problem 
here. Once I realized that, | spent some time thinking about my 
obligations and how I was going to work everything out so | 
could get my life back in balance. What I didn’t realize was that I 
was facing the same dilemma with which millions of other work- 
ing women in the late 1970s were trying to cope: how to have a 
successful career and manage family responsibilities. And I had 
even more than that to work into the equation — being a 
mistress to a growing stable of slaves. 

Yes, | was mistress and business executive. But first and last I 
would be wife and mother; the other had to be fit in between 
that. Not the other way around. 

The wife is there through thick and thin, better or worse, in 
sickness and in health, to love and to cherish. She is to yield, 
compromise, and care about opinions. She is to give love and 
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compassion and care to her husband. She is to lessen the load he 
carries and provide tenderness. The wife is to wipe away the 
special tear from his face; even if it can’t be seen. She is to 
embody the spiritual fulfillment between the two that was the 
purpose of the union in the first place. 

The mother is to teach the young how to grow, how to fly; to 
help them up when they fall and hurt themselves; to take care of 
their stomach aches, their pain; to be there when they need her. 
Mother is to count upon. Mother takes the time to spend an 
afternoon or an evening just playing. She is to tell them a story 
at bedtime. Mother is to empathize and sympathize and encour- 
age. She is to teach principles and help with homework and 
correct misbehavior. Mother is to depend upon. 

As | was trying to work out of the confusion of juggling all 
these roles there were many times when I felt terribly tugged and 
pulled because I knew | was wanted in one direction as a wife, 
but the mother was needed over there, yet the business called for 
my attention, and the mistress was being pleaded for. And I 
would find myself literally running through the halls from one 
end of my home to the other being a wife in one room and doing 
a mother’s job at the other end. Sometimes I’d have to grab the 
business phone in-between. 

At times I felt like the clown that changes the look on his 
face and becomes a different character as he quickly switches 
hats back and forth. It’s also like the highwire balancing act with 
the long pole you see at the circus. If the pole dips too low on 
one end and too high on the other it throws everything out of 
balance and the performer comes tumbling down. 

And watch out that you remember which hat you have on. 
When you're being the wife, don’t forget and leave on your 
mother’s hat. Too much mothering and the little boy in your 
husband jumps out. That can be crippling real fast. And be 
careful to take off the dominant bitch mistress’ hat when you 
should have on the mother’s hat. Your children don’t need a 
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dominant bitch commanding them when she or he asked for a 
mommy. 

But I persevered and learned how to cope, because I was 
thrilled at my new life. | was exhilarated and excited by my 
blossoming career and by being able to use and express my tal- 
ents in such a constructive way. I relished the challenge. I had a 
need to reach for some of the stars, something that I had never 
thought was attainable by me. My ideas were getting better and 
better. I was experiencing pride of achievement, of conquering. 
That was something I didn’t know how to do before. 

As a B&D mistress I had come full circle. From being reluc- 
tant and fearful to expand my activities beyond playing privately 
with Rick I now felt comfortable enough, and even a need, to 
open myself to the world. The dominant mistress part of me, 
that had always been there, was now a permanent, cherished 
feature in my daily life. | exulted in my power and glory as a 
dominant woman, and only wished my mother could see me 
now. I thrilled at my association with my slaves and valued them 
next to only my family. 

I loved all of it and my enthusiasm was contageous. I made 
this all work out. I knew that it would if I remembered at all 
times about keeping the balance in my life. Balance the wheel of 
my life, as it were; where the four spokes that provide support to 
that wheel are wife, mother, career woman and Mistress Anto- 
inette. 

From all of the experiences and influences that brought me to 
where I was, I was now determined to be the person I wanted to 
be, to pursue the B&D and business and public interests that 
pleased me. 

Now I’m really ready to accomplish the things I set out to 
accomplish. I’ve crossed the bridge, I’m on the other side. It’s 
bright and beautiful and full of adventures. 

Life is a banquet! I’ve sampled a lot and I have a lot more to 
sample. Keep come’n back, it works — one “story” at a time. 
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You've had a glimpse of the mosaic of my life. There’s more! It 
keeps get’n better! 

1 CARE! 

That’s my story. That’s me. 
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Jeanette Luther — married fer 24 
years to a busy professional man, 
mother of three children, three 
times a grandmother, anda 
successful business woman and 
costume designer — frequently 
lectures to college sex education 
and psychology classes and has 
been an invited speaker at meetings 
of several scientific societies. 


With numerous television appear- 
ances and extensive newspaper 
coverage of her views and experi- 
ences, including a full-length story 
and photo layout in Penthouse Forum 
magazine, Jeanette Luther has been 
described by the Los Angeles Times 
as an expert on alternative life 
styles and sexual behavior. 


